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Sexuality. Is there a more complicated, 

potentially volatile, personally wrenching sub- 
ject? Our own sexuality, we are told, is 

dependent on so many factors outside our control 
—-our age, our marital status, our value system, 
our psychological development, our culture (past 
and present), our religious convictions. The 

list goes on. To further complicate matters, 
our circumstances are constantly changing, 

requiring us to define what our sexuality means 

to us all over again. I suppose the best we can 
hope for is to face what our sexuality is for 
the present and to remain aware of any changes. 

I have always been interested in what it 
meant to be a female. As a child, I liked the 
fact that I was a “little girl” and looked 
forward to becoming a woman, When I reached 
adolescence and began to feel the inner stir- 
rings of sexuality, I was secretly proud. I 

liked the sense of power these new feelings gave 
me. It was exhilarating. But I was also 
afraid. I knew so little; I remember feeling 

depraved (for even feeling these inner urgings) 
and deprived (because I didn't know what to do 

with them let alone what was acceptable). There 
didn't seem to be anyone to talk to about what 

part all of these feelings should play. My 

parents’ generation avoided such discussions; my 
guess now is that they were working on the 
answers for themselves. My girlfriends and IL 
were so busy competing with each other for boy- 
friends that we lacked the enthusiasm or the 
trust to confide our doubts and pleasure at what 
was going on in our minds, bodies, and lives. 
Oh, we alluded to them (just before falling 

asleep at pajama parties), but we really didn't 
know how to carry on a discussion about our 

sexuality. So my questions went unasked, my 

doubts unresolved. 

“When I decided to get marsscu, 1 ais0 aecigaea 
that I had to find some answers. I searched my 
memory for clues~-from conversations, movies, 
reading, church meetings. I needed help making 
some decisions about sexuality now that I could 
no longer realistically ignore it. But, once 
again, I didn't find any answers--just more 
questions. 

SEARCHING® FOR SEXUAL IDENTITY, 

I conjured up memories of somewhat rigid 
statements from a well-meaning high council 
speaker who announced with pride and warning 

that “zr didn't kiss anyone until I kissed my 
wife over the altar in the temple,” and a Laurel 

leader who told me “If you have French-kissed a 

boy, you won't be able to go to the temple.” 

What? I was unabashedly thrilled by French- 

kissing. Was it really true that it would keep 
me from being married in the temple? I felt 
worthy. My good friend, however, must not have. 
Because she felt that she was already past 
redemption, she gave up her dreams of the temple 
and became sexually active. I'm certain both of 
us have spent some time over the past years 

questioning our decisions. 

Another new dimension to my sexuality was 

introduced to me during a discussion with my 
doctor following my premarital exam. As I 
entered his office, the doctor said to my 
fiance, "Well, young man, she has a perfect 
pelvis." To someone who hadn't said the word 

“pelvis” too many times, I couldn't believe that 
mine was being presented as some sort of mark of 

my worth-~my dowry. I'm still working on what 
that statement did to me. At the time, I felt a 

kind of pride--I guess--some humiliation, bash- 
fulness, embarrassment, and an anger too intense 

and internal to be verbalized. How dare anyone 
offer what wasn't his, particularly something so 
representative of the part of me I was just 

beginning to understand? And what message was 
the doctor trying to convey? To my fiance? To 
me? 

And then there was Jim. We had been best of 
friends since junior high. Shortly after I told 

him that I was getting married, our relationship 

changed. He said that we now had to be careful 
auvuL veeusy CoLends. -£e seemed Chat my getting 

married had changed everything. We had to be 
careful? Of what? "Oh, you know. You belong 
to someone now, and we wouldn't want anything to 

happen.” What? “Well,. . .and you know, after 
you're married we probably won't be friends at 
all?" WHAT? What about me had changed? I 

couldn't understand, Somehow, the fact that I 
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was going to be sexually active--a wife, then a 
mother--was driving a dear friend away. Sexu- 
ality, I thought must be dangerous; it certainly 
seemed to cause a great deal of trouble. 

I wish now that I had had more of a chance to 
talk about these questions and my transitions as 
a young woman. But with whom? When? Instead 

of sexuality being a natural and accepted part 

of me, it was something I didn't understand and 
didn't quite know what to do with. And, of 

course, I thought I was the only one. 

I've since discovered that I wasn't the only 
one who was unsure. Wonderful Mormon women, 
willing to share their own experiences, have 

helped me resolve some of my own questions and 

fears. I know that the concept of sexuality is 

not as narrow as I once thought it to be. It is 
not just the exciting flutterings of adoles- 
cence; it is not just sexual intercourse; sexu- 

ality is all of these but much more. 

But the articles in this issue of Exponent II 

have raised new questions that I must deal with 
now. The voices of this issue speak to all of 

us, at whatever point we are in our lives. They 

are helping me to put the eternal--still some- 

what mysterious—-creative power called sexuality 

in proper perspective. They are also telling me 

that I am more than my sexuality; I have more to 

offer than “the perfect pelvis.” 

Ours is a gospel of power and righteousness. 
The combination gives us the right and obliga- 

tion to make choices, Among them, I would 
think, are choices concerning our sexuality. If 

we dismiss any of these choices as not worthy of 
our attention or discussion, we risk misusing 
this gift. Open mitids and Open discussions will 

help us love without fear of failing or falling, 
allowing us to be whole. 

Listen to these voices. We need not fear our 
sexuality any more than we need fear ourselves. 

We need to understand and help others to under- 
stand, To these ends, we offer this issue of 
Exponent II, 

SLP 

ReflecTions on> Passion 
Of the many qualities we share as humans, 

perhaps one of the most amazing is that we are 

literally sparked into being by someone's 
passion--drawn from the realm of the spiritual 
to the physical--from hopes to embodied form. 
The vehicle of creation is passion. And even if 

the participants in the act are unaware of the 
divine dynamics of their intercourse, eternal 

laws prevail: What they give each other returns 
to them many times magnified. In their seed is 
the potential for the realization of "immor- 
tality and eternal life” through the bringing 
forth of spirits who become their work and their 
glory. And all is accomplished through the 
power of a man and a woman to act as gods--or 

more precisely, through a perfect sharing be- 

tween man and woman of priesthood power. 

Jesus Is A God Of Passion 
I first met the Mormon missionaries in New 

York City around the time that I was concluding 
my studies as an art student. I loved to paint 

and experienced an exhilarating passion in 

“creating"--juxtaposing colors and forms, 
evaluating the result in the context of the 
infinite possibilities of color and form. 

Buber's I and Thou was my Bible, and I was 
uplifted by his understandings: "To produce is 
to draw forth, to invent is to find, to shape is 

to discover. . ." I knew that what fulfilled me 
in painting was being in touch with an effec- 

tive, eternal power to draw forth a work from 

the realm of concept to that of object. 

The missionaries made no provision for my 
Judaic background and lack of knowledge of 
Christian theology in their somewhat canned pre- 

sentations, so some of what they taught was 

quite foreign to me, But they were pure and 
inspired, and, as I listened to them, the Holy 
Ghost expanded my understandings and helped me 
make the requisite connections between the 
eternal nature of my spirit, the purpose of 

life, and the instrumentality of the Church. I 
could understand how the concepts of the gospel 
related to each other, and moreover, felt the 

witness of the Holy Ghost that it was right and 

good. So I joined the Church. 

I've come to think of my conversion experi- 
ence as a relabeling and connecting of pre- 
conversion beliefs and awarenesses within a new 
framework of understandings. I also felt during 
the course of this conversion as if I intui- 

tively knew the Father of my spirit, and as if 

I'd rediscovered an old relationship from my 

childhood, But I struggled, and still do, with 
knowing Jesus. One understanding helped me 

relate to who He is: 

And then the Lord said: Let us go down. And 

they went down at the beginning, and they, 

that is the Gods, organized and formed the 

heavens and the earth (Abraham 4:1). 

The earth was not “created,” but rather 
organized (as Buber would have said), and the 
work directed by Jesus (Buber wouldn't have said 
that). The hand of the artist is always mani- 
fest in his work, and the earth reflects 

Christ's magnificent passion for creating, as 
well as his perfect joy in the fulfillment of 
that proclivity. Our spirits intuitively 

respond to the divinity manifest in his work, 

the glory of our world, That is, I think, why 
people go to national parks for vacations. We 

can know who we worship and why by his works. 

Christ's sharing of the power to “create” is 
a gift to us of the capacity for joy. When the 

Lord saw the work that had been done in creating 

the earth, he must have felt expansive joy, and 

so proclaimed it “good.” And imagine the joy of 

our Heavenly Parents at the creation of their 

children, a joy they have shared with us. Per- 

haps the crowning glory of all creation, the 
provision that brings about the capacity of 

living things to fulfill the measure of their 
creation, is this: the Gods provided that all 
living entities contain the structural mecha- 

nisms and means to reproduce after their own 

kind! Divinely clever! 

Unfortunately, the veil is drawn, not just 
over the facts of our eternal existence, but 
over the emotions. We can sometimes sense the 

divine nature of some feelings, but we are 
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easily “consumed,” or overwhelmed, when they 
surpass an earthly intensity. It is often 

within the context of our sexual experiences 

that we feel our deepest passions——intense 
exhilaration, gratification, adoration, and our 

greatest vulnerability. When the emotional veil 
is removed from our sexual experience, maybe we 

will find that the passion inherent in it would 

literally consume us unless we were in a 

materially refined, god-like state. And so, 
perhaps, procreation needs to be reserved for 

beings worthy of the highest realm of the celes- 

tial kingdom—-those who are not just able to be 
in the presence of God, but able to accommodate 

the passions of godhood. It is no wonder that 
the Lord was described on Mt. Sinai as a being 

of eternal burnings. 

The Inheritance Of Passion 
Passion is a part of our spiritual endowment 

from God. The developmental process is one of 
mastering and learning appropriate expression 

for these inherited spiritual passions. The way 

in which we deal with our passions in large 

measure determines who—and how-~we are, our 

very personalities. If we want to progress 

eternally, we must learn to know ourselves, our 

passions, and how to handle them. As Paul 

stated, 

For now we see through a glass darkly; but 
then face to face: now I know in part; but 

then shall I know even as also I am known 
{I Corinthians 13:12). 

Freud understood this. Bruno Bettleheim, in 
a recent article in The New Yorker Magazine 

(March 1, 1982, p. 52), asserted that Freud's 

concept of psychoanalysis was that of a spiri- 
tual journey of self-discovery, undertaken so 
that the sojourner could become "more fully 
human. . «no longer enslaved without knowing it, 
to the dark forces that reside within us.” 
Freud believed in man's agency—that is, he 

believed that although our actions are often 
motivated by forces unknown (conscious or pre- 
conscious) to us, we have an innate ability to 
act on the information and understandings avail- 
able to us. Therefore, by exploring the per- 

sonal origins of the forces within us (or, in 
other words, increasing our understandings of 

ourselves), we become more capable of construc- 
tively coping with the potency of these forces. 
Moreover, we become capable of experiencing a 
deeper compassion and genuine charity toward 
others. In fact, Freud, in a letter to Jung, 

referred to psychoanalysis as “in essence a cure 
through love.” 

According to Bettleheim, Freud chose Greek 

words with which the scholars of his time would 
be familiar to represent the motivating 

forces within us. For example, he chose “Eros” 
(from which the word “erotic” is derived) 
because Eros, in Greek mythology, was wedded 
through love and devotion to Psyche, the soul. 
Freud taught: 

In order for sexual love to be an experience 
of true erotic pleasure, it must be imbued 

with beauty (symbolized by Eros) and express 
the longings of the soul (symbolized by 
Psyche) [Bettleheim, p. 54]. 

Freud tried to devise a means by which we 

could explore our souls, increase our under- 
standings of ourselves, and utilize our agency 

to control what would otherwise be propelling 

impulses. In other words (religious ones), he 

advocated that we know ourselves with a depth 
sufficient to facilitate our rising above our 

carnality. Unfortunately, this journey of self- 
discovery is typically frightening and trouble- 

some. In fact, we seem to fear that the surfac- 

ing of powerful, unacceptable feelings will 
result in a weakening of our control over sinful 
impulses, rather than an increased ability to 

Tegulate the expression of such forces. This 
immobilizing, paradoxical fear is sometimes a 

residue of earlier overwhelming experiences, 

usually from the inaccessible reaches of our 
memories, and therefore difficult to reconsider 
or deal with. 

The implications of Freud's theories are con- 

sistent with gospel teachings about sexuality, 
and help explain many of the sexual attitudes 
and behaviors we can observe around us. The 
centrality of sexuality in both Freud's theories 
and in the plan of salvation is probably not a 
coincidence, but a portion of the divine truth 
of which Freud was aware, We are taught in the 

Church that sexuality is instinctual so as to 
ensure the unfolding of the Lord's plan that we 
“mulitply and replenish the earth.” The 

necessity for specifying rules relating to 
incest, for example, tells us that sexual 

. yet reflected in our daily actions. 
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arousal is not limited only to those outside our 

nuclear families. However, it is typically 
frightening for us to admit to having sexual 
wishes (e.g., dreams, fantasies) directed toward 
our parents or siblings. It was Freud's 
contention that acknowledging, understanding, 

and coping with the needs and wishes that 
aberrant sexual behavior represent can 

effectively neutralize the “uncontrollable” 
drive behind such behaviors. 

For example, unresolved sexual attractions 

usually become unconscious, yet can, from a 

distant realm, motivate us to, perhaps, marry a 

spouse whose attractive (and/or obnoxious) 

qualities replicate those of an opposite-sex 
parent. Given our sexual natures, vestiges of 
primal “family romances" provide as logical an 

explanation for mate selection in some cases as 

any other explanation, The quick dismissal with 

which this explanation is often met in our 

culture underscores our anxiety at allowing such 

feelings to surface, feelings that are remote 

Incest is 

not appropriate behavior, but when incestuous 

feelings are acknowledged and dealt with, their 

effects on our behavior can be controlled. 

Another example: Sister Sue is teaching a 
Sunday School class on immorality (by which she 
means sexual sin, as opposed to lying, stealing, 

etc. The class members all know exactly what 

she means). She asks why it is wrong to have 
sexual relations without being married. Brother 
Joe responds that it's like when nails are 

hammered into a board. You can remove the 
nails, but the holes will always be there. 
Brother Bob shakes his head and says that that 
can't be true because the Savior can completely 
forgive and forget. Several hands now go up, 

and there's a lot of mumbling in the class. 
Sister Sue asks, “Can your relationship with the 

Lord ever really be completely restored?” 

Responses are divided. “There'll always be an 
effect--for instance, missing the blessings you 

would have had if you'd remained faithful,” 

asserts Sister LaVerne, “That limits the 
infinite atonement the Savior made and doesn't 
take into account what people can learn from 
their mistakes,” argues Brother Ted. “Well, if 

it were the way you say, everyone might as well 

go out and do whatever he or she wants. . .” 

I've sat through many variations of that con- 

versation, most of which were adequately 
resolved through the input of appropriate under- 
standings. But there always seems to be a num- 

ber of people who leave disturbed by the notion 
that sin, particularly sexual sin, can literally 

be forgiven and forgotten. Why? Because that's 

“unfair”? We need to ask ourselves why it 
should matter to us if someone is forgiven. 
(This is one issue that the Savior addressed 

when He told the condemners that those among 
them who weren't in need of forgiveness, them 

selves, should “first cast a stone.” He also 
spoke on other occasions of people who are for- 
given of their debts but who can't forgive 

others.) From a psychodynamic perspective, the 
persistent need to exact justice rather than 

show mercy, particularly with respect to sexual 

sin, may represent a deeper-seated need to 

stifle impulses that (we imagine) would promote 
sinful behavior if allowed to surface. The 
belief in the permanently debilitating effects 

of sin services the need for internal con- 
straint. To admit to the completeness of the 

atonement could, then, foster fears that "I 

might do whatever I want. . .” 

We know from revelation in the Doctrine and 
Covenants that “spirit and element, inseparably 
connected, receive a fulness of joy” (D&C 
93:33). Freud would have said it somewhat dif- 
ferently: Repression of impulses (so that they 
become distorted, disguised, or, in general, 
inaccessible to our consciousness) or intellec~ 
tualization of drives promotes a split between 

mind and body that precludes our acting with the 
force of the soul and renders us incapable of 

receiving a fulness of joy. That doesn't mean 
that people shouldn't practice self-control, or 

that they should break God's laws. What it 

means is that we would perhaps be closer to God 
if we could admit our real desires and feelings 
and then work with the Lord to find a righteous 
way of handling, re-directing, or expressing 
those feelings. It is not always clear to us 
why we do, think, and feel the things we do. 

But it is likely that the mental energy that 
goes into disguising or ignoring those forces 

that we fear can control us could be better 
spent dealing with such forces and, in so doing, 
increasing our capacity for joy. 

For instance, I recently heard an intriguing 
theory about why men, despite their ages, often 
prefer to make love to younger women. Perhaps 

sexual feelings toward mature women can some- 
times evoke in them unacceptable images of 
sexual relations with their mothers. Therefore 
men become less physically attracted to their 
wives as their wives, through aging, become more 
physically reminiscent of the mothers they left 
for their wives. What's the point? Well, that 

our sexuality is a powerfully motivating force 
which we, for righteous reasons, tend to control 

by pushing some impulses off the picture screen. 
However, these wishes sometimes surface in 

unusual, seemingly unrelated ways. Moreover, 

according to our doctrine, they need to be 
appropriately integrated into our being (not 
necessarily acted out, but dealt with so that 
the energy is redirected) in order for us to 
receive the fulness of joy we paradoxically seek 
through disguising and repressing our impulses. 
In fact, in a 6nse our “integrity” reete upon 

this integration of our spiritual and carnal 
natures. People are not like animals in their 
responses to natural instincts; people are 
endowed with the potential for godhood, the 
choice to control impulses and instincts, when 
such forces are recognized as contributing to 

behavior. 

Several years ago, there was an article in 
the New York Herald Tribune on the upcoming New 

York art season. The author tried to make a 
statement about art by comparing two paintings, 

both from the collection of Catherine the Great, 
on exhibit at the Hermitage Museum in Leningrad. 
Both paintings depicted ‘the same theme: the 
myth of Danae, beloved of Jupiter, who visited 
her in the form of a shower of gold. One was a 

Rembrandt; the other a Titian. The critic 
described the Titian work as “marvelously volup- 
tuous in its portrayal of flesh and light,” and 
technically extraordinary in its classic compo~ 

sition, The Rembrandt, however, struck her as 

“profoundly human. . «technically far more 
daring than Titian's, but in a way that serves 
to emphasize the human involvement.” The critic 
concluded, “It is this synthesis--new formal 

ideas projecting ageless human ones—-which is 
the mark of genius.” Titian, in his technical 

expertise, had portrayed Jupiter literally, as a 

flow of gold coins, trickling down from clouds 

and touching Danae's legs. Rembrandt treated 
the gold of Jupiter's love symbolically, as 
golden light emanating from behind a curtain 

that Danae ambivalently and vulnerably parts. 

The light sensuously illuminates and trans~ 
figures her body. Rembrandt's composition is 

innovative compositionally, but more than that, 
he captures a humanness, a multiplicity of feel- 
ings about self and sexuality, by illuminating 

Danae with the symbolic light of Jupiter's love. 
The author's concluding statement was this: “It 
is not enough for an artist's work to say, ‘I am 
an artist.' It must also say, 'I am a human 

being.'” 

Likewise, it is not enough for us to say, “I 
am a Latter-day Saint--I have guidelines and 
commandments, prophetic advice and Priesthood.” 
We must also be continually striving to recog- 
nize and understand our passions and thereby 
augment their scope and depth so that we may 

become more like our Savior, 

- Linda Charney 
Salt Lake City, Utah 

The author gratefully acknowledges the 

contributions of Joan W. Garbett, her mentor, to 

this article. 



Mary Beth Raynes, a lifelong Mormon, is a 

therapist at the Salt Lake County Health Center, 
Westside Unit, in Salt Lake City. She holds a 

master's degree in family relations from Brigham 

Young University and, from the University of 

Utah, a master of social work degree with an 

emphasis in family counseling. In addition to 

her course work on sexuality, she has read 

extensively, and in working with clients she has 

become interested in the treatment of problems 

and issues relating to sexuality. She says that 

she doesn't consider herself to be an expert, 

but that she has "done some thinking" about the 
subject. She writes a regular column on inti-~ 

macy for Sunstone magazine, and she is often 

asked to speak about sexuality and the Church. 

EXPONENT: How do you define sexuality? 

MARY BETH: I believe we are all sexual beings. 
A woman's sexuality is her feelings, her expres- 

sion, and her thinking about the sexual part of 

her. Ido not see sexuality as a separate, cout 
partmentalized aspect of a person. I think that 
at times sexual urges, feelings, expressions, 

and associations come into play in many parts of 
our lives. Many times sexual expressions or 

feelings contribute to growth in other areas, 
for instance, in the ability to love. 

EXPONENT: How central to our righteousness is 
the way we handle our sexuality? 

MARY BETH: I think the relationship between 
sexuality and righteousness is as much in terms 
of ethics as acts, in terms of moral principles 

as specific "do's" and “don't's." That may 
sound fuzzy. I strongly believe in everyone's 

ability and need to create a moral or ethical 
system for herself that goes beyond simply 
adopting what the Church says. I am arguing for 

consideration of church standards coupled with 
ethical principles of interaction such as 

honesty, privacy--and probably most important—- 
viewing the other person's needs to be as impor- 
tent as your own. In both pre-macital and mari— 
tal sexual behavior, people are often more aware 

of their own needs and do not know how to con- 
sider their partner's wishes and needs with the 
same intensity. I feel strongly that not talk- 
ing about, being aware of, or respecting the 
other's sexual wishes and desires is wrong. 

We all have difficulty struggling with ques- 
tions about sex. We have doubts; we get con- 
fused. Guidelines about specific sexual acts, 

for the most part, are not spelled out by the 

Church, and I believe that the guidelines should 
remain general, What is sexual or non-sexual 

depends so much on internal feelings that focus- 
ing on the discrimination between sexual or non- 

sexual isn't as helpful as understanding one's 
motives and clarifying the impact of one's 
behavior on the other person. 

EXPONENT: What is the relationship between 
sexuality and spirituality? 

MARY BETH: Recently, after a talk I gave, a 
married woman asked me about the relationship 
between good sexual experiences and spiritu- 
ality. She said that sometimes when she had 
peak sexual experiences and was feeling most 
loving toward her husband, she also felt most 

spiritual. I think sexuality and spirituality 
can be combined. Certainly peak spiritual 
experiences discussed by people both in and out 
of the Church are similar to peak sexual experi- 

ences. The qualities felt during peak sexual 
experiences, often orgasmic experiences, are 

heightened sensitivity and awareness, a sense of 

global loving (not just confined to one's part- 
ner), euphoria, extreme joy, and pleasure. 

These experiences, however, don't happen all the 
time. In fact, I think they occur in a minority 
of sexual experiences, We can experience sexual 

feelings and spiritual feelings, separately or 
together. 

One of the problems in thinking about sexu- 
ality, both within and outside of the Church, is 
the notion that sex must be functional--to 
reproduce, to communicate love to a spouse——and, 

other than that, it has little worth. My sense 
is that sex is not always functional, and many 
sexual feelings, expressions, and awarenesses 
have little to do with function, What good are 

sexual feelings, in other words? They are not 
good for anything; they simply are. 

The functional orientation that Masters and 
Johnson pointed out was goal-oriented and com- 
petitive sex. Couples get into the achievement 

game in the bedroom, thinking that either an 
orgasm for both or a simultaneous orgasm is what 
has to be brought about. Somehow these couples 
do not pay as much attention to the caressing 

and foreplay because those activities are just 
the route to the end goal. A non-functional 

orientation emphasizes that foreplay, affection, 
and caressing, in and of themselves, are fine; 

any place along the way a couple can stop and 

Say that they have had a sexual experience and 

that it has been good, sensual, and satisfying. 
This second attitude, by the way, seems to make 
living without full sexual expression more 
tolerable. The single person can feel fine with 
more limited experiences. That does not mean 

there are not frustrations, but it does mean 
that what single people lack is not terrible and 
what interaction they do have can be enjoyed. 

EXPONENT: How do sex and love relate? 

MARY BETH: Sex and love are much like sex and 

spirituality: They are two separate feelings. 
We can have sexual or erotic feelings, and we 
can have affectionate feelings. They can exist 

together, and they can exist separately; each 
person combines them or separates them uniquely. 

Personally, I think that it is better when they 
co-exist. 

EXPONENT: Do you think there are myths about 
sexuality that are peculiar to Mormons? 

MARY BETH: No. The Mormon view (not a myth) of 
eternal families with its implied concept of 
eternal sexuality and procreation is unique. 

But frankly, I see the bulk of the Church's 
attitudes about sexuality as coming from Vic- 
torian America. One myth the American culture 

used to believe that the Church subculture may 
still hold to is that women are sweet and kind 
and not particularly sexual, while men are the 

sexual beings with almost uncontrollable urges 

that must constantly be bridled. All the talks 
about masturbation given in the Church are 
always directed toward boys and men, never 

toward adolescent girls or women. But women 
have sexual feelings, too. 

EXPONENT: Do you think that this myth about 
the different natures of men and women may be 
reflected in official actions taken by the 
Church, that perhaps men are treated more 

harshly than women in cases of sexual 
misconduct? 

MARY BETH: Yes, I believe men are treated more 

severely than women, and I have talked with at 
least three men who have sat on stake courts who 
agree with me. But the priesthood is the reason 
for the difference, For example, where a 

Melchizedek Priesthood holder who committed a 
certain act would be excommunicated, a woman or 

man not holding the priesthood (or holding just 
the Aaronic Priesthood) might only be disfellow- 
shipped. This is really a rather confusing mes- 
Sage because women are somehow taught that they 

are more responsible for appropriate sexual con- 
duct: The woman is the one who must say “no”; 
the woman is the one who should not be immodest. 
And, yet, if the man breaks the rules, he gets 

the tougher sanction, 

EXPONENT: Do you think there are myths that 
apply to teenagers or single people? 

MARY BETH: I remember my stake president say- 
ing, when I went to the temple for the first 

time, that now I could be a complete, full 

member of the Church. His implication was that 

at my baptism I was not a full member, but with 

the endowment I became one. That may be linked 
to the attitude that if you are single, and not 

sexually fulfilled, you are somehow not com- 

pletely whole because you ace not in the married 

mainstream. The sexuality in all of that is 

perhaps a small thread. 

EXPONENT: But maybe that attitude contributes 

to virgins thinking that sex will be more than 
it is? 

MARY BETH: That's true, I think that both 
adolescents and adults who have never had sex 

Exponent I 

have heightened expectations of what it will be. 
I think the best antidote to unrealistic sexual 
expectations is to do a lot of reading. If one 
reads widely about sexuality, it becomes clear 
very quickly that sex is not a wonderful, over- 
whelming experience from the the start. Sex 
takes skill and learning. There's a little fum- 
bling at first. There is a’certain amount of 

learning about one's body, its response, and the 
partner's body, It can be awkward, and some- 
times it isn't much fun. Sex can make one feel 

foolish at times, but it gets better. The peo- 

ple who have the highest sexual satisfaction, 
who say sex is a wonderful experience, have 

generally been married for a while or have been 
sexually active for a long time and have become 
skillful, 

EXPONENT: What is the best message the Church 
gives us about our sexuality? 

MARY BETH: The best message I hear is that sex 

is good and should be a wonderful part of our 
lives. Unfortunately, that message is almost 
always followed by this one: “If you misuse 
sex, terrible things will happen.” So we get 

the double message that sex 1s good and sex is 
bad. Since these two messages are almost always 
presented together, it is hard to feel the good 

message undiluted. But it is there: Sex is a 

part of our being, not just for procreating but 
for experiencing life more fully, both now and 
in the eternities. 

EXPONENT: What is the most damaging message 
the Church sends to us about our sexuality? 

MARY BETH: Probably the message that someone is 
permanently damaged who has participated in 
inappropriate sexual behavior. I do not think 

that is true. People experience confusion and 

guilt if there is a big disparity between their 
values and their sexual behavior, but that is 

not necessarily permanent. I have known many 

people who have worked through their guilt in 
the sense of saying: “That was inappropriate. 
I had a need at that time, Now I have worked to 
become more congruent with church standards and 
have come out feeling really whole. I have 
learned something and have a greater sense of 

the fullness, struggle, and complexity of life.” 

There are other people who work in the opposite 
direction and become inactive in the Church or 
leave the Church, saying that they learned some- 

thing from their sexual experiences about them- 

selves and other people that they were never 
taught in the Church; and as a result, they feel 

bad or angry because they were not told that 

being sexually active would add such a dimension 

to their lives. 

EXPONENT: What do you think is the secret to 

having healthy sexual fantasies and not having 
those fantasies somehow turn into inappropriate 
conduct? 

MARY BETH: Understanding that they do not need 

to. 

EXPONENT: That's all it takes? 

MARY BETH: I'm expressing it very simply. If 

it is clear in your mind that you are having a 
fantasy, feeling the crescendo and decrescendo, 

you will know you do not have to follow through 

on the fantasized action. You can still have 
full choice about the actual experience. We 
have other fantasies that include many emotions 

--going on a trip or achieving a certain goal 

for instance. We let those fantasies come and 
go quite freely, and we can do the same with 

sexual fantasies. Perhaps sexual fantasies 
carry stronger emotions. But certainly, joy, 

anger, and fear are as strong as erotic feel- 
ings. If we can simply let ourselves experience 
the intensity of our emotions and not be 

frightened by them, we do not need to be seduced 
by them. I think we are seduced by ourselves 
more than by anyone else, So that's what I mean 
by saying that sexual fantasies do not have to 

lead to sexual behavior. 
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EXPONENT: How do people who are looking at a 
future of celibacy deal with their sexuality? 

MARY BETH: That's a tough one. I think people 
solve it in different ways. If the Church plays 
a predominant role in a woman's life, then the 
struggle is to pull her feelings, wishes, and 
dreams into line with Church teachings. Should 
the single person make her feelings as celibate 

as her actions? Many think so. 

I know some women who feel fairly comfortable 
about having fantasies or dreams that occur 
unconsciously and involuntarily but signal to 

them that they are sexually alive. Those fan- 
tasies are the extent of their sexual activity. 
There are other single people who say that they 

will listen to what the Church has to say to 
them but they are also going to make some 
choices for themselves. These people are proba- 
bly in more of a crucible about how much sexual 
interaction is all right. I've listened to many 
single women who have said that their sexual 
experiences were wonderful, absolutely nourish- 
ing and refreshing, like a long drink after a 
parching thirst, but that they consequently 
faced overwhelming guilt. There is a real push 
and pull for Mormon women in this situation. 
Some may struggle for months or even years with 
it. Others compartmentalize by not listening to 
what the Church says about this area of their 
lives. Others stay in the guilty stage for 
years and years; others vacillate between strat- 

egies. I don't think there is any one pattern. 

This is such a difficult area that it would 
be very helpful for women to talk to each other 
about their sexual experiences with the attitude 
that each person's decision is her decision, 
that she may change it at some point in the 

future, and that we should refrain from judging 

each other. Most members who have been brought 
up in the Church have such a strong moral educa- 
tion that it is my impression that whatever 

their behavior, unless they are really deviant 

or cruel, they are honestly trying to do the 
best they know how to do according to their 
needs. So I tend not to discredit people's 
behavior at all, even though it may be very dif- 
ferent from mine. 

EXPONENT: Do you feel that it is necessary for 
people who must give up the full expression of 
their sexuality for long periods to mourn their 
loss, and I mean mourn in the conventional 
sense? 

MARY BETH: Yes, I dol 
helpful to mourn, 

It is a loss. It is 

EXPONENT: This is an area where, as you men- 

tioned, there needs to be a lot more talk. I 
see people in the Church saying to single peo- 

ple, “Cheer up!", dumping additional guilt on 
them by not allowing them to go through that 
mourning process and acknowledge that giving up 

the full expression of their sexuality is rough, 
a hard choice, 

MARY BETH: I agree! It is all right to openly 
acknowledge, "Sex is what I really need, and I 
don't have it,” 

EXPONENT: Yes, and somehow when single people 

are dysfunctional over this issue for a while, 

mo one seems to care much. No one brings them a 

casserole, as they would if someone died, But, 

because the single woman is mourning this 
strange thing—the loss of her sexuality—she is 
given little support. 

MARY BETH: I agree. Single women are not given 
an opportunity to express how they feel about 
it. The women I have been able to talk with 
about my experiences and the decisions that I 
have made since my divorce have been incredibly 
good for me, like a watering hole in a desert. 
But we have to get rid of our judgmental atti- 
tudes—about each other and about ourselves—-in 
order to talk. I think “appropriate” or “inap- 

propriate” are much better words than “bad” or 
“good” for encouraging openness. If someone is 
actually abusing another sexually, the word 
“bad" or “evil” may apply. Otherwise I think it 
is better to talk about what is appropriate to 

our values, That allows us the freedom to have 

remorse or rejoicing, the ability to change 
without the immobilizing guilt. Appropriate 
guilt, a sense of unease and of being really 
off morally, is healthy to effect change. But 

overwhelming feelings of worthlessness (i.e., 
“I'm terrible!" “I've failed!” “It will never 
be better!" “I will eternally carry this with 
me!") that continue for a long time are destruc- 

tive. Too much guilt is not helpful for anyone. 

It is necessary to work on the guilt and the 
behavior in order to bring about change. 

EXPONENT: We have talked about the sexual 
conflicts faced by single people. What are the 
sexual conflicts for married people? 

MARY BETH: The conflicts are numerous and, in 

some ways, discussed even less. First, a 
disparity in sexual interest between marital 

partners is a problem for many. I have talked 
to several women who felt they were almost raped 
on their wedding night, after their temple mar- 
riage. These women were very inexperienced and 

naive about sexuality. They hadn't read much 

and had held strictly to church standards 
(really gone the whole church route about sex). 
The men they married had perhaps done more read- 
ing, but even if they hadn't they were simply 
more sexually motivated and either insisted on 
or pushed for sexual intercourse immediately. 
There is a real disparity in the interest these 
men and these women have in sex, and I think 

this disparity may be present in many 
Mormon marriages. 

Next, sexual dysfunction also exists in 
Mormon marriages. Nationally, Masters and 
Johnson estimated that about fifty percent of 
American married couples have some sexual dys- 
function. Sexual dysfunction is broadly defined 
as the inability to have satisfying sexual 
experiences with one's spouse, because of either 
limited desire or dysfunction on the part of 

either the husband or the wife. My impression 
is that Mormon families are more similar to than 
different from other American families. 
Therefore, I would expect there are at least as 

many dysfunctions in Mormon marriages as there 
are in American marriages in general. 

Additionally, the negative teachings about 

sex in the Church may cause some guilt or dif- 
fering opinions about what sexual practices are 
acceptable. For example, some still think they 

should only have sex if they want to have chil- 
dren, but I think that one is on its way out. 
Oral sex is a big issue, too. Recently, the 
First Presidency addressed a letter to stake 
presidents and bishops about how to conduct 
temple interviews discreetly. They gave 
instructions about not invading a couple's pri- 
vacy, and then added a one sentence statement 

declaring oral sex to be an unholy practice. IL 

thought that was interesting. It adds oral sex 
to the list of what the Church says no to. For 
many couples, it creates a new issue! 

EXPONENT: I think people have a sexual iden- 

tity, a way they think about themselves sexually 
that affects their entire self-concept. Do you 
think Mormons have pretty healthy sexual iden- 
tities, or are there some problems in seeing 

ourselves sexually and then integrating what we 

see into our total identity? 

MARY BETH: I'm guessing, but from my limited 
sample, I think Mormon men do better with that 
than Mormon women. Men see sex as a nice part 

of life. Many young Mormon women are less aware 

of their sexuality, and therefore don't give it 
as much space in their self-concept. I think as 
women get older and have more sexual feelings 
and/or experiences, they tend to see themselves 

more as sexual beings. Actually, since there is 

no forum for Mormon men or women to talk about 
their sexuality or sexual experiences, we don't 
know much about how they see themselves. 

EXPONENT: Do you think there is any difference 

between the way Mormon men and non-Mormon men 

express their sexuality? 

MARY BETH: Mormon men do not seem to have the 

same overt expression of sexuality as non-Mormon 
men. So in some ways, I guess, both sexes are 
underdeveloped in terms of language and 

movement. 

EXPONENT: 

phrase “limited sexual expression.” 

church guidelines, what is that? 

In one of your talks, you used the 
Within 

MARY BETH: I see hand-holding, kissing, and 

hugging as often having sexual components. One 
person I knew said that before she and her hus- 
band were married, they decided that any hugging 
or caressing was okay except in the bikini area, 
and that that kind of limited sexual expression 
was within church standards. So they could 

share back rubs and long hugs even if sexual 
feelings came and went during those periods, and 
they could talk about their sexual feelings at 
those times and share that closeness. So this 
sort of expression is very limited, but it is 
not without value. 

EXPONENT: In the same talk, you stated that 
“there are a lot of possibilities if we can dis- 

criminate between the sensual and the sexual.” 
Could you explain this statement? 

MARY BETH: I see sensuality as the full enjoy- 
ment of our senses, and one of those is touch. 
Touching, holding, and caressing can be very 
nourishing and delightful but don't have to be 
explicitly erotic or sexual. Then again, they 
can be. We each have to make decisions about 
letting feelings come or go, about what actions 
we want to accompany the feelings. People who 
feel that they can be fully sensual will proba- 

bly ask some questions about the church's guide- 
lines. Some people do not accept the discrimi- 
nation I am talking about. They may say that 
sexuality and sensuality are the same thing, and 
that you can't explore sensuality unless you are 
going to be sexual. However, an interesting 

study shown on Nova a year ago about touching 
and sensuality indicated that older people who 
lived alone and had pets they could touch and 
love experienced less depression and were 
healthier than older people who didn't. 

The discrimination between sexuality and 
sensuality applies to married couples, too. If 
couples feel that sexuality and sensuality are 
the same thing, they lose dut on the wonderful 
affection and closeness that is non-sexual. If 
the only time they can touch is when they are 
going to go to bed, they miss a whole panorama 

of experience. 

There are also same sex and opposite sex 
friendships where there could and should be some 
touching, some hugging. But, of course, if we 

think that touching is dangerous, then we tend 
to interpret all affectionate exchanges as 
dangerous. 

EXPONENT: Do you think the word intimacy can 
be substituted for sexuality? 

MARY BETH: I do not see the two as identical, 
but sensual and affectionate experiences are 
very nourishing. I believe affection, intimacy, 

and physical touching are absolutely essential 

for our well-being, but I do not believe that 
sexual behavior is necessary for emotional sur- 

vival. I know many healthy people who do not 
have full sexual expression in their lives but 
who do have affectionate, intimate relation- 

ships. Those who are cut off physically from 
other people or who do not share their emotional 
lives tend to wither and die. As one single 
friend said, “I can survive without sex, but I 
can't survive without love.” I do not mean to 
imply that by having intimate, affectionate 
relationships, one's sexual emotions and needs 

disappear or are not important. That is not the 
case. Our common struggle is to find healthy, 

joyful forms of expression that fit our moral, 

ethical lives. 

Bonnie Shaw 
Salt Lake City, Utah 



WHERE DOES THIS 
LEAVE ME? 

I wonder if my procrastination at writing this 
article is evidence of the fact that here is a 
subject that threatens me--for the problem of 

sexual frustration has been on my mind often 

since I joined the Church eleven years ago. I 
had thought--somewhat naively, to be sure--that 

joining the Church would be a good way to find a 
decent husband! It certainly wasn't my only 

reason for joining, but I had thought that would 
be part of the deal. You know: Be good and get 
rewarded? Let me step back for a moment, though, 
and clarify my position. 

I cannot speak of the feelings of men, for 

the long-time virgin, or for the sexually 
frustrated married person. I am speaking only as 

a formerly sexually active now abstaining-so-as- 
to-be-chaste person. Since that is a position 
shared by more and more women in the Church—be 
they separated, divorced, widowed or never 
married—it seems a valid one to discuss. 

The beginning years of my abstinence were 
sheer hell: I had previously enjoyed sex, had 

made it a significant part of my life, and found 
it very hard to “make do without.” The fresh 
memories of past sexual experiences tormented me. 
I would often control my thoughts adequately 

during the day only to be assaulted by sexual 
imaginings in my sleep. After such an evening I 
would find it particularly difficult to maintain 
control over my thoughts the next day. I often 
failed. 

After six or seven years, I found that my 

memories of a sex life were fading, and it was 

becoming a bit easier to deal with the subject on 
a daily basis, Still, when I became particularly 
lonely, depressed, or discouraged, I felt the 
pain of my lack anew. Often going to bed alone 

in the evening would trigger feelings of 
despair--a desire for comfort, companionship, and 

tenderness. Anger at my frustration increased. 

I felt acutely sensitive to the fact that I most 
feared: the possibility that this situation 
would not be resolved “in this life." Not 
infrequently I also have doubted my position in 
the hereafter since I am not all that sure I'll 
“make it" to the celestial kingdom—how easy it 
is to fall prey to feeling sorry for oneself 
under these circumstances. Loneliness hurts, 

especially when coupled with the lack of love, 
the need for the touch of a fellow human being 
(over the age of six), a desire for children, and 
the need for sex. 

I did not keep these feelings of frustration 
in. I spoke to visiting teachers—they were 
probably the most sympathetic, but inclined to 
respond with “Oh, you'll find someone just as 
soon as you stop caring about it so much,” and “I 
know there's someone out there for you!” (These 
words offer some bleak hope until you realize 
you've been hearing them for years.) Home 

teachers were inclined to be a bit more embar—- 
rassed and reminded me that “if even the gates of 
hell shall gap open their jaws to receive 
you. . .” and asked “Have you prayed about it?” 
Of course I've prayed about it--and fasted too, 
probably at least 100 times—and I'm usually sure 
the Lord hears my prayers. But for some unknown 
and some inexplicable reason, He seems not to 

respond to this request. 

Oh, and let's not forget “Wait till the 
Millenium. . .” a thought better than nothing, I 
suppose, but frankly not very comforting on a 
cold February night when my shoulders ache and I 
could real y use a back rub. What if the 
Millenium's 2,000 or 10,000 years from now? The 
agony of waiting all those years overwhelms me. 
I have even done some fasting and praying to the 
effect that the Millenium would Aurry up and get 
here! You who are happily married, how would you 
like to be told to wait 5,000 years for the next 
time you could make love to your spouse??! 

Bishops and branch presidents have not been 

left out of my quest for “how to cope.” Usually 
the look on their faces after I've asked such a 
question makes it clear that they would have much 
preferred that I had not asked. What can they 
say but “I don't know--I wish I could help you, 
but I don't know what to say?" I have even gone 
to such extremes as throwing out all my clothes 

because a certain branch president said that 

unless I dressed “more femininely” I'd never find a 
mate. I replaced my wardrobe as best I could 

with “more feminine clothing,” bearing his 

counsel in mind. Not a single date resulted from 
it. I have also been told that I should keep my 
big mouth shut, especially when speaking about 
sexual frustration. 

I suspect that the hardest thing to deal with 
is trying to overcome the problem vis-a-vis 
dating. I have found that there is an extreme 
lack of eligible LDS men. The proportion of 
males to females who are single over the age of 
25 seems like 1:10, at best. And I've had the 
unfortunate experience of dating LDS guys who 

expected me to sleep with them. 

Of course, there's the non-LDS guy to consider 
--an option that many rule out, but which I have 

not. The hardest thing to deal with is the dif- 
ference in moral standards. Most of the non-LDS 
guys I've gone out with wanted to have sex on the 

first date. The fact that I haven't gone along 
with this idea is the reason for the rather odd 
social life I've led--about one date per year. 

One of my one-night stands was a good friend of a 
good friend of mine (often posed as the “best way 
to meet someone"). He was about eight years 
older than I, quite attractive, healthy, had a 
good job, was divorced with one child (with an 
amiable afd decent relationship with both his 
ex-wife and child), and was very intelligent. He 
had told our mutual friend that he was looking 
for someone——-that he was ready to try to settle 
down again. We met one another at our friend's 
house and had a good conversation. He was 

delightful and interesting to talk with, and it 

was obvious that we were mutually attracted to 

one another, He asked me why I didn't drink 
wine, which, of course, led to the subject of my 
being in the Church. When asked what it meant to 
be a Mormon, I included a statement on our moral 
standards in my response to preclude any mis- 

understanding he might have on that point. 

Later he wrote me a letter telling me that he 
had found me intriguing, fascinating, and very 
attractive, but that he felt he could not waste 
his time getting to know me since I would never 
sleep with him unless he married me and he 
thought that was ridiculous. You can imagine how 
crushed I was. It would have been easy to dis- 
miss this guy as a jerk, but my experience has 

taught me that his attitude is most common! 

So where does that leave me, now and in the 
future? I have finally reached the point where I 
have accepted the fact that I probably will not 

marry “in this life”: The statistics and my 

social life over the past ten years make this 
necessary for me to face. I am in the process of 
getting involved (I am presently going to school) 
in a career that will be sufficiently absorbing 
so as to occupy my mind most of the time. It 
helps to keep busy. It also helps to be with 
friends (LDS and not) who are in similar 

circumstances, 

Still, I get a lump in the pit of my stomach 

when I realize that I may never have a chance for 
love or a sex life “in this life” (which might be 
another 50 years!) or in the “hereafter.” 

Name Withheld 

Exponent II 
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Cinde 
We all have fantasies—sexual fantasies. 

Mine are always more than slightly reminiscent 
of the fairy tale “Cinderella.” In my fantasies 
my sexuality is a drama of discovery, just as 

Cinderella's was. I am wonderful, bright, 
beautiful, innocent yet regal--but disguised and 

undiscovered. I am waiting for outside forces 
more powerful than myself to intervene. And 

then, suddenly, I am discovered, pursued, and 

ravished. My dream comes true. 

he 

I must have read my little golden book of 

“Cinderella” a thousand times before I was ten. 
I loved the story. I still do. I still want it 
to come true, but I am no longer young enough to 

be a princess. I am thirty-three, and though I 
am wonderful, bright, beautiful, innocent yet 
regal, I remain disguised and undiscovered. The 

fairy godmother, the prince, the dance, the 
glass slippers, the pumpkin have all eluded me, 

everything except the mice--or rather rats. I 
have known a few rats. So now, at thirty-three, 
I wonder why it never happened. I wonder why I 
never emerged as the sparkling princess at the 

same moment that there were a dance and a prince 

available. But most of all, I wonder why the 
dream never dies. 

The dream has always been there. When I was 

in the fifth grade, I had a crush on the most 
handsome boy in my class. Though I suspected 
that he really liked my best friend better than 
me, I used to daydream after the completion of 
every math problem of the special moments he and 

I would share at some future recess. Just a 
look from him would make me blush, and I would 

forget all the speeches I had rehearsed to say 

to him. Later, in sixth and seventh grades, he 
did ask my best friend to some parties and some 

dances. He never asked me. I knew he never 
would. That fantasy faded, but there was always 

another--some other boy: Billy in the eighth 
grade; Craig in the ninth; Jim in the tenth; 
Dale in the eleventh and twelfth. I never went 
on a date through all my junior high and high 

school days. Despite my yearly disappointments, 
I knew there would be another year. Next year I 

would be Cinderella. I would lose my disguise 
or my ten extra pounds or my acne or my braces 

or my shyness. I would be discovered. 

When I was in college, there was Barry whom I 

thought I loved, Barry who wrote to me for three 
years, Barry who would visit me every few months 

when he got a chance, and Barry who, when I told 

him I loved him, looked at me in utter amazement 
and went away. Even the hurt of that experience 

didn't shatter my dream. There was always next 
year. I was only twenty-three. Surely this was 

my time to be discovered. 

Then there was Andy who left after one month 
because he had met another girl, Willy who left 

with my best term paper on Hamlet, and there was 

Kenneth. Kenneth, who came from the right 
Mormon family, who had had the right education, 
who had the right friends, and who thought I was 
not quite “right"—except now and then, Kenneth 
who came and left, and came and left, and came 
and left for eight years. Kenneth taught me 
about Mormon Cinderella, the smiley, cute, 
sweet, fun, compliant Relief Society president 
with big boobs. A Mormon Cinderella was his 

fantasy. Kenneth taught me that, although I was 

Mormon, I did not have the qualifications for 
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Mormon Cinderella, except maybe the boobs. At 

twenty-three, I believed him. My dream was 
beginning to erode, For the first time in my 

life it occutred to me that they might have had 
the ball and I had not been invited because I 
hadn't been appropriately smiley, cute, sweet, 

fun, and/or compliant. Perhaps I was not merely 
disguised but defective. Kenneth, whom I wanted 
for my prince, had discovered me and still found 

me lacking. 

Now the dream became a painful nightmare, so 
painful that I determined to destroy it. Having 
barely come out, [ went into hiding, hostile and 
efficient during the day and hysterical and 
depressed at night. I had new fantasies about 
being a truck driver, a hooker, or a cop. If I 
could not be Mormon Cinderella, perhaps I would 

not be Mormon at all, I wrote hate mail to my 
fairy godmother, spit at anyone who looked 
remotely like a prince or princess, and spent a 
lot of time looking for glass slippers to smash. 

Then, after eight years of trying to kill my 
dreams, a handsome prince came along who thought 
I was Cinderella. Not Mormon Cinderella—he 
cared little for that-—but I was his Cinderella. 
I was discovered, pursued, ravished. I was 

taken to the ball. Then, much to my surprise, 

in the middle of the dance, the clock struck 
twelve and I was called home--cosmically. IL 
remembered I was a Mormon. Wearing both my 
slippers, I left my prince. I would not pass 
that way again. But I still have my glass 
slippers and I know I was once, for a moment, 
Cinderella. 

My dream has been revived, but it has not 
been fulfilled. At thirty-three I am certain 
that I can be both Mormon and Cinderella for me, 

but I am uncertain that I can be Mormon and 
Cinderella for a Mormon prince. Still the dream 
continues. 

It has taken me thirty-three years to make 
peace with my fantasy. I have Finally learned 
that I must take time to mourn the loss of each 
year that passes without the fulfillment of my 
dream; to mourn so that my losses do not distort 
my life; to mourn so that I do not lose touch 
with my feelings, my goals, my identity. Even 
though I am alone, TI must not deny that I am a 
sexual being. I am not a mind without a body, 
ideas without feelings, a saint without sexual- 
ity. I do not wish to harbor delusions. I 

realize that saying, "Maybe next year at thirty- 
four,” is not the same as saying, “Maybe next 
year at fourteen.” 

I do not wish to put on a cheery, Mormon face 
and stay busy in order to define out of myself 

my very real grief. Nor do I wish to be 
immobilized by despair, becoming the Mormon 
martyr, a teary-eyed, humorless recluse, buried 
under sixty pounds of overweight and hostility, 
waiting, always waiting for there to be justice 
in the universe. My dream must still live. it 

is an integral pact of my psyche, and to kill it 
would be to destroy a vital part of myself. 
Somewhere between the mourning of loss and the 
hope of discovery lies the balance necessary for 

living--full living in the here and now without 
delusions and without despair. 

Bonnie Shaw 
Salt Lake City, Utah 

WHAT DO YOU DO 
WHEN YOU DON’T? 

I came into this world with the baby boom, as 

did many of my single women friends, In fact, 

the baby boom is one of the reasons there are so 

many of us still single. Because it seems to be 
the custom in our culture for men to marry women 
who are a few years younger than they are, the 

men of the baby boom married younger women, and 
there were simply not enough pre-baby boom men 
to marry all of us baby boom women. The vital 
statistics of the time indicate that, barring a 

return to polygamy (and I'm certainly not hoping 
for that!), many of us simply are not going to 

get married. It's hard to argue with the sta- 
tistics. So here we are, in our thirties, try- 
ing to understand, and trying to lead produc- 
tive, useful, happy lives. But no matter how 
productive, useful, and happy we try to be, 
there comes the time when we have to go home, 

and stop, and feel what is missing. 

I was raised in the Church and believed 
everything I was taught. For a while there--for 
several years, actually--I even believed that 

the first-kiss-over-the-altar-in-the-temple was 
the highest ideal. When I finally did begin 

having sexual contact with men, in college, I 

was always careful to keep it within appropriate 
bounds. I like to neck—in fact, I like it a 
lot—but I have never petted. With only one or 

two slip-ups, I have limited my physical rela- 

tionships to men for whom I have felt genuine 
affection, not just sexual attraction. I think 
I have, over the years, played it pretty 
straight, and that has brought me to where I am 
now. 

I am thirty-three, and I am a virgin. I 
don't like being a virgin at all. I'm pretty 
sure that I will continue to. be,one until I 
marry (if I do), because I feel a commitment to 

the Lord to keep that commandment, although I 
don't particularly understand it. I will remain 
a virgin, but that doesn't mean that I will like 
it. As well as finding myself to be an outsider 
in both the Church society and the larger 
American society, I have to deal with a lot of 
disappointment if not despair, dreams that are 

slipping away, and many very real, very unful- 
filled physical and emotlonal needs, 

I attended MIA faithfully as I was growing 
up, including every single Standards Night they 
ever held for my class. I listened when my 
leaders told me, “If you will live the gospel 

and strive to be worthy, if you will keep your- 
self pure, then some day a worthy young man will 
fall in love with you and take you to the temple 
where you can be sealed to each other for time 
and all eternity.” I believed it. I don't 
remember when a temple marriage was not the 
first goal, the central goal (and for a long 
time, the only goal) in my life. I tried to 

live the gospel, to serve in the Church, to help 
and bless those around me. I kept myself 
worthy. Maybe the reason I did all of that was 
just so that the Lord would bless me with a 
happy, successful marriage. But I had been 
taught--for years--that the blessing would fol- 
low my sincere efforts to be righteous. It has 
been a bitter, heartwrenching trial for me that 
the blessing didn't follow. 

One of my friends recently served as the 
Young Women's president in her ward. The stake 
MIA held the equivalent of one of my old Stan- 
dards Nights for her girls. The woman who spoke 
that evening was introduced as “the mother of 

seven sons." She described all her fine young 
sons, how they were striving to serve the Lord, 
and how they were looking for young women whom 
they could take to the temple to marcy for time 
and all eternity. And then she told the girls, 
“I promise you, that if you will live the gospel 
and strive to be worthy, if you will keep your- 
self pure, then some day a worthy young man--” 
My friend was furious when she left that night. 
She said that she wanted to tell that woman, 

"You lied to some of those girls. You lied. I 
live the gospel; I have kept myself worthy, and 

there hasn't been any fine young man who wanted 

Co take me to the temple. We have to teach our 
young women other reasons for chastity than so 

that someone will marry them, because not all of 
them are going to marry.” 

I was taught that marriage was the reason for 
chastity, and so I have had to do a lot of re- 
evaluating. If I am not being worthy for some- 

one, then why am I being worthy? Does the Lord 
really expect me to be a virgin all my life? I 
remember a book I read for a writing class in 

which the author assured his readers, “You all 
have had enough experiences to learn to write, 
even if you have not had such basic experiences 

as making love.” I have remembered that sen- 
tence. One of the most central human 
experiences of our lives is making love. Am I 
never to know that? 

I remember Gregor Samson, from Kafka's 
Metamorphosis. After he turned into a cock- 
roach, his family came into his room to take 
away all of his furniture. When he realized 

what they were doing, he crawled up on the wall 
and clung to a picture of a young woman he had 
admired, My teacher explained, “Isn't it true 
that even after much of our identity is gone, we 
cling to our sexuality as the last thing to keep 
us human?" Am I just to let my sexuality slip 
away? How can I keep that from happening and 
maintain the standards I was taught in the 
Church? 

In working that out, I have had to go back to 
every single one of the values I have professed 
to see if they really are my values. That has 
been one way in which this situation I hoped 
never to find myself in has brought me growth. 

I think, to some extent, I was living the gospel 

just so that the Lord would give me the greatest 
desire of my life. But if I can't have that, 

will I throw the gospel aside, or are there rea- 
sons I will still choose to live it? I have 
thought this over at length and concluded that 

the really worthwhile things I know are the 
kindness, love, and support I have been able to 
give and receive from my family and the friends 
I am close to. Those gospel principles make 
sense to me, as do tithing, church attendance, 
and the Word of Wisdom, But what about 
chastity? 

A couple of years ago I met a Jewish man whom 
I still remember with affection. He was great. 
His name was David. He was incredibly kind; 

during the time I knew him, he was supportive of 
me in every way. He was also more experienced 
sexually than any other man I have ever been 

with. One night we went to his apartment and he 
fixed dinner for me. After we had eaten, he 
built a fire in his fireplace, and we began to 
kiss. The thing I remember about that evening 
was his genuine concern that it be a good expe- 
rience for me. He knew my values, that I was a 
Mormon, and that when it came to sex, we didn't 
play in the same league. He did not push me, 
but he wanted me to stay with him that night. 

I don't often find myself in that situation. 
And suddenly, this time, I considered it. “Why 
not?" I asked myself. “He is not evil. He will 
not do what those lessons said he would do-~use 
me and cast me aside, He would use this experi- 
ence to build our relationship.” But even with 
those thoughts, I realized that my commitment on 

this matter is to the Lord, not just to the 
Church, and that I think He really does want me, 

for reasons I don't understand, to adhere to 
those standards I was taught on all those Stan- 
dards Nights. I didn't want to, but I had David 
take me hone, 

In spite o€ that decision, one of the hardest 
things for me to understand in these experiences 
has been the Lord. Doesn't, “I, the Lord, am 
bound when ye do what I say” apply to me? If 
the Lord won't help me work out the most [mpor- 
tant thing in my life, what will He help me 

with? I know so many women who have hung in the 
Church for yeacs, and finally reached the point 
where they have either rebelled or just given 
up, and many others who are very angry. I can 
remember one conversation with some friends 
about a woman who had left the Church, repented 

and returned, and was marrying in the temple. 

We were all happy for her, but someone voiced 

our common thought, “And yet 1 know so many 

women who have never broken their covenants who 

have not been rewarded,” 

Cont. on p.7 
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BE A FEAR WE ALL HAVE 
Life's funny. Just three weeks ago when I 

was on a walk near the mouth of Emigration 

Canyon I had thought, “What would I do if two 

creeps in a truck pulled up alongside me, 

pointed a gun, and told me to get in?" Although 

close to houses as well as to the zoo, the road 

at that spot was isolated. It would have been 
easy for two creeps to hustle me into their 
truck and up the canyon. 

I laughed at the thought; I know my anxieties 
tend to be melodramatic. Yet, as I cut through 

the Bonneville Golf Course on my way back home, 

I imagined how I would handle such a situation. 
I liked to think I would play it cool: “Forget 
it, pals. You might as well murder me right 
here because there's no way I'm going to hop 
into that truck to get raped and then murdered.” 
But what if there wasn't time for such a self- 
assured response? Well, then I'd simply start 

screaming bloody hell and sprint toward the 

nearest sign of human life, zigzagging to dodge 
the bullets if I had to, 

No kidding, I actually rehearsed these scenes 
in my mind as I ambled across the rolling lawns 
of the golf course. I even imagined the police- 
man's frank amazement as he took down my de- 
tailed description of my assailants and his open 
admiration as he made out a detailed account of 

the admirable way in which I had handled a very 

touch-and-go situation. It was also pleasant to 

think about the reactions of my friends: “Some- 
body actually pointed a gun at you, and you 
said, ‘Forget it'?!" On that note, I finished 
my fantasy and started thinking about golf. 

Yesterday, I was walking again. It was 
evening, barely starting to get dusky. I walked 
up Eighth South, a four-lane street that turns 
into a highway by the zoo. I paésed the post 
office and debated whether or not to turn back, 
retracing my steps home, but I decided that if I 
picked up my pace I would have time before dark 
to walk on past the zoo, then cut through Oak 
Hills and the golf course to make a loop instead 
of backtracking to my house. 

There are homes on only one side of Eighth 
South, the side I was on. I looked at them as I 
Strode past. They all looked empty and dark. I 
came to the start of the long fence that sur- 
rounds the zoo. I watched for the peacocks 
through the chain links, but I didn't see them. 
For a second I thought about the lions and 
leopards that had been hunted, trapped, to be 
put in the zoo, The fence was at my right, 
stretching ahead of me, eastward, for two or 

three blocks. The highway was to my left. On 
the far side of the highway was the scrub oak 
landscape that surrounds the “This is the Place” 
monument. No cars were on the highway. 

Then a black Monte Carlo, dusty and with a 
few dents, drove past heading east. There were 
three men in the car, all in the front seat. 

When it was sixty or seventy yards beyond me, 

the car braked suddenly. I heard the squeal of 

tires against asphalt as it rocked to a stop. 

Instantly, irrationally, I was afraid. I don't 

know why I didn't think they'd simply taken a 
wrong turn and needed to double back, but I 

didn't. When the car made a quick U-turn and 

headed west toward me, I was very frightened. 
There were no other cars, no people, no place to 

run to~—just a fence and a highway, with me 

Sandwiched in between. It didn't matter that 
the dark houses I'd seen were only a block 

behind me; they might as well have been ten 

miles, I looked for an opening in the fence, a 

gate, a place to hide. There was none. The car 

picked up speed as it came toward me. It would 

pass; I was being crazy. Crazy. But the car, 
now on the opposite side of the highway, slowed 

again as it came to a place across from where I 
was. 

I started to run. I ran east. I looked back 
over my shoulder and saw the car make another 
U-turn. I heard the gravel beneath the tires as 
it wheeled around. I heard it come up behind 

me, slowly. Still I ran. My legs felt stiff 
and heavy; they wouldn't go fast enough. Who 

would hear me if I screamed? If I tried to 

climb the fence, the men from the car could yank 

me off of it--or follow me over it into the 
closed zoo. 

I didn't remember the mace keyring in my coat 
pocket. I @idn't remember anything. Reality 

was a fence, a blank road, and a car at my back 

with three men who could open the door, get out, 

and shove me inside like a sack of potatoes. A 

few seconds, no matter if I kicked and bit, was 

all it would take. Nobody would hear me scream. 
And then--just as I heard the car coming to a 

stop immediately behind me (I can't remember if 
I heard one of the doors opening)--just then, 

its engine revved suddenly to life, and the 

black Monte Carlo sped past me, going east. 

I saw why: Another automobile was coming 
west out of the canyon. The second car whizzed 

by. I turned and raced westward after it, but 
it was gone. I ran toward the houses that I had 
passed earlier. I remember that the closest one 

had a sunken backyard; I could go down the slope 

and hide there, I watched over my shoulder as I 

ran: From far down the highway came the black 
car. I reached the edge of the yard just as the 

car reached me. The house was dark. I didn't 
want to look like I was running there to hide. 

My mind was beginning to work again. 
could make them believe I live there. 

Maybe I 
So, with 

WHAT DO YOU DO 
It is very hard to tucn back to the Lord when 

I feel as if He has let me down. It is very 
hard to believe He will help me when I have been 
asking for the same things for ten or fifteen 
years. I have learned that my own attitudes 
have been working against me: For a long time, 

I cared so much about “the relationship" I was 
trying to have that I didn't really care about 
the person with whom I was having that relation- 
ship. I'm sure there are other things I need to 
learn. But if I don't understand my life any 
better in the future than I do now, some day the 
Lord and I are going to need to have a good long 
talk. 

So I continue with life as usual, steering my 
way between a church society where my acceptance 

is limited because I'm not part of a couple, and 
a larger society where my acceptance is limited 
because I am a virgin. (Very few men can under- 
stand, in this day and age, why anyone remains a 
virgin. It makes most relationships with men 
who aren't LDS very short.) I continue to long 

for the closeness, the intimacy I don't have. I 
realize that not having sex won't make me go 
insane or blind, but I also realize, because I 

feel it, that missing that physical closeness, 
and the relatlonship associated with that close- 
ness, causes some pain. I do have to feel that 

pain. 

Despite what I lack, I'm trying to lead a 
good and happy life. Another thing the reas- 

sessment of my values has taught me is that if a 

a strange casualness, I started down the back- 
yard slope, I turned as boldly as I could (I 
didn't want them to think I was still afraid) to 
watch them as the black Monte Carlo drove by. 
There was only one man inside. He stared at me 
as he passed. As soon as he was out of sight L 
Tan on to the next dark house, and the next and 
the next until I was again in a regular neigh- 
borhood. TI imagined that he had dropped his two 
friends off at the park at the mouth of the can- 
yon to lay in wait for me, for if I had con- 
tinued in the direction that I'd been traveling 
when they made their first passes by me, I would 
have had to walk near that Place. Or maybe they 
were merely crouched low, hiding, in the back 
seat of the car to disarm my fear and make me an 
easter prey had they found me still heading east 
on that isolated stretch of road near the zoo. 

When I got home, there was hardly any light 
left in the sky. I lay on my bed and made 
myself read the last chapter of Tom Jones for a 
test I was to have today. When I finished, I 
called my friend Roger and, in a light sort of 
way, told him about what had happened. I asked 
him if he thought I was crazy to have been so 
frightened; I was still having trouble getting 
my breath. He said that he didn't ‘think so. I 
mostly just wanted to hear his voice-~a man's 
voice, and kind. Even with his help, I didn't 
get to sleep until two-thirty in the morning, 
and I had to get up at eight. And today, when I 
was studying in the BYU library, somebody 
dressed in a gorilla suit to advertise a dance 
came up behind me, touched my shoulder, and 
dropped a flyer on my carrel. I screamed--not 
too loud, thankfully. I couldn't help it. 

It's now four in the morning, and I can't 
sleep again, and so I'm writing this. I almost 
cried when I got to the part where the black 
Monte Carlo did the second U-turn, but again L 

couldn't. I don't know why. I almost put in a 

sentence full of foul words right here, but they 

are too ugly even in my head. Maybe the men in 

the black Monte Carlo really did take a wrong 

turn and doubled back only to realize they 

hadn't taken a wrong turn after all, and then 

doubled back again, realizing they had. Maybe 
they just liked to drive in circles. Or maybe 

they like to scare women, thinking they aren't 
really hurting them. Or maybe I was just 
paranoid. 

Whatever the reality was, there are now more 
places than there were two days ago where I will 

not walk alone. And there is something in me 

that cannot go to sleep and that cannot cry. 

Diane Saderup 
Salt Lake City, Utah 

CONT. 
marriage relationship is really as important to 
me as I say it is, [ must keep trying to work 
One out, no matter how many fail in the process. 

I've learned something else in the past few 
years, too. There was a time for a while when I 

did have a good physical relationship with a man 

I love very deeply. I can remember an over- 
whelming sense of peace at those times, the 
feeling that our physical closeness was good and 
that it was right. Because of that, I can 

imagine what it would be like to share a full 
sexual relationship in a marriage with someone I 
love that much, Maybe I'll never get it, but 
I'm going to try to hold out for that. 

Name Withheld 
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| AM WHOLE AGAIN 
The author of this essay is 4 faithful 

Latter-day Saint woman who found herself ina 

situation she could not have anticipated--a 

marriage with a man who not only refused any 

sexual involvement with her, but any emotional 

warmth or intimacy as well. We are grateful 

that she has chosen to share her sorrow--and her 

determination and strength--with us.-~Editor 

I have just thrown a year of my life into a 

very destructive marriage. It is excruciatingly 

painful to rethink even shreds of this experi- 

ence, one in which I invested so much that I 

even lost my health. I feel that I have been 

through hell, and the story of how I overcame 

and walked back into the light is what I would 

share. 

I shall call the man I married Rick, I met 

him in a singles’ ward in a glowing moment much 

like that described in the song "Some Enchanted 

Evening.” We were very attracted to each other 

from our initial meeting after church. 

What then passed was five months of intensive 
dating. We saw each other every day, and he 

took me on a five-day out-of-state trip to meet 

his family. He knew exactly how to behave and 

what support to give me to convince me to marry 

him. My family and my friends were all 
impressed with his charm, his attention, his 

apparent devotion to me and the gospel. He 
often told me, “I love you, and I want to take 

care of you.” We became engaged and were mar~ 

ried in the temple. 

But from the moment we left the temple, Rick 

was a different person living by his own set of 
rules. He offered no warmth or intimacy what- 

soever. On our wedding night, he went to sleep 
immediately without so much as touching me. He 
did expect that we would sleep in the same bed, 

but there was no sexual contact, not even the 
hugs or kisses that had been very much a part of 

our courtship. 

That was the beginning of what has been for 
me the most wrenching trial of my life. As the 
days passed I learned that Rick wanted to live 

in absolute isolation. He did not want anyone 
to touch his life with any kind of warmth or 
caring. He would not allow physical, mental, or 
emotional intimacy, or any other interaction 

that would express or foster love. 

After two weeks of “marriage” he began to 
ignore me, refusing to acknowledge even my 
physical presence in the house. At other times 
he would belittle me, berate me, or just refuse 

to answer when I spoke. During dinner, he 
didn't want to discuss “stupid things,” such as 

how both our days had gone. Conversation could 
only center on items he said were important, if 

there was conversation at all. 

His resistance to even routine expressions of 
of love extended to the rest of his family as 

well. On his birthday, one month after we were 
married, his grandmother wanted to have us to 

dinner as a special celebration. It was to be a 

surprise. I told her that I would get him 
there, but when I proposed that we visit her, he 
absolutely refused. I finally had to tell him 
that she had dinner waiting for us, and he 
started to cry. He yelled at me, “Why do you 
have to do things for me? I don't want anything 
or anyone to touch my life.” I cried, too, 

horrified at his words. 

I began to realize that to him “marriage” was 
strictly a matter of appearance. I think he 
decided to marry because at 36 he thought he was 
losing status and advantages in his career and 
in the Church because he did not have a wife. 
He had learned through observation and practice 
how to court. He had, however, absolutely no 
understanding that emotional and physical 
intimacy are essential components of marriage 
and that support is important to others and a 
basis for their coping with day-to-day life. He 
proposed absolutely no foundation for the 
marriage except to present to the world that all 
was well between us. 

I wanted with all my heart to make a mar- 
riage, but I wanted to make a normal, healthy 
marriage, not the whited-sepulchre version he 
was asking me to live. When I expressed my dis- 

satisfaction during the third week of our life 
together, he tried to manipulate me into think- 

ing that whatever was wrong was my fault. He 

knew I had often taken the responsibility for 
past relationships that hadn't worked out, and 
he played upon my vulnerability by telling me 

that, since he was satisfied with the marriage, 
Iwas the one with the problem. I was, after 

all, the one who was unhappy. At first I was 
intimidated. Hating conflict, I had already 
tired of sparring verbally with him, and he 
worked at trying to make me feel guilty, half- 

witted, pushy, and foolish. 

The whole situation drew from me emotions I 
had never encountered. I found myself, a 
“married” woman, looking at other men and find- 
ing them attractive. I was terrified by this 

reaction, but I began to understand adultery 

in ways I previously had not. 

A worse heartache was that none of my prayers 
seemed to be answered. In fact, the harder and 

more earnestly I prayed and fasted, the worse 

things got. In all my efforts to draw close to 
the Lord, I had never had such an experience, 

and I found it devastating. I had felt sure 
Rick was a fine man and that the Lord sanctioned 
our marriage. Now my entire ballast seemed 
blown away, and for weeks I floundered, existing 

in some nightmare I don't fully understand to 

this day. 

After weeks of abuse and increasing diffi- 
culty, one night I took a long walk, weighing 
things in my mind. Somehow that summer evening 

I realized that I was in a position that 
required me to prove my mettle, to demonstrate 

—in a way no one would ever fully understand 
except me—-what motivated me and in whom I put 

my trust. I thought this over with the sobriety 

of one for whom life is on the line. Then I 
shook my fist at that house in which resided a 
man who seemed bent on distorting if not 

destroying me, and I said, “I will not be bought 

for so small a price.” Tears dripped from my 

chin, but I have never been more resolute. 

Something in me surfaced then that I did not 
know existed: the will to be righteous in the 
face of major opposition. I knew at that moment 

where my heart lay, what inspired me to act, and 
what needed to be done. I made the decision to 
work everything through. I determined to take 
each problem, look at what it was, decide how to 

handle it, and then resolve it as best I could. 
I can attribute much of my current health-— 
mental, physical, and spiritual—-to having car- 

ried out that resolution. 

I felt I was no longer in danger of being 
destroyed once I knew that my values were good, 
and no intimidation or words to the contrary 

would make them less so. My integrity was 

intact, and I intended to keep it intact. I 
would do my best to help Rick, but I would not 

let him destroy me in the process. 

Under this stress, things I hadn't even 
realized about myself sustained me. Step by 
step I saw more clearly that I had the tools to 
cope. Even as I wondered how I would make it 

through each day, I discovered reservoirs I 

could use to face what I had to face. The faith 
in God--the anchor I thought was gone--had only 

been misplaced. I had the therapeutic, loving 
help of family and friends, but I had more: I 
had my own testimony of myself and of the 
gospel. I believed enough to put the principles 

into practice, and they worked. 

Often during this time of discovery, I 

thought of my heritage. Coming from pioneer 
stock had always been a nice thing, a matter of 

pride, but little else. Suddenly I saw those 
people, felt their courage and said to myself, 
"They sacrificed and lived to tell the tale; IL 

can do no less.” These unknown ancestors were a 
mighty motivation to me. I didn't want one of 
them coming up to me in the next life and look- 
ing with scorn at a degenerate daughter. This 

may sound somewhat irrational, but it was a 

source of strength for a long time. 

Another significant understanding I came to 
was that while I could neither control my cir- 
cumstances nor influence Rick to change, I could 
control my own actions and thoughts——no matter 

what Rick did. After having felt powerless, I 

found essential strenth in free agency itself. 

I did everything I could to help Rick so that 
our marriage could survive. I insisted he seek 
professional help, and I went with him to the 
sessions. Despite professional and 
ecclesiastical counseling, Rick would not let 
anyone, especially me, get close enough to help 

him. After some stressful weeks and great 
effort, it finally occurred to me that he did 
not want to change, but wanted me to be like 
him. For instance, he became furious when I 
would do things for anyone in our ward, such as 
take a meal to someone who was ill. When it 
became apparent that the only way I could keep 

him from exploding at me was to adopt his 
non-giving behavior, I realized that he was, in 

fact, destroying me. To keep peace, I was 
becoming the same non-giving, non-sexual being 
he was, and I refused to let that happen. 

My decision to leave—the result of that 
realization—-was precipitated by a number of 

events. I had been given much advice about 
getting out of the marriage by my parents, 
ecclesiastical leaders, and our psychologist. 
One day a Relief Society president with whom I 
work closely pulled me aside. She had noticed 
how unhappy and unwell I was. Mincing no words, 
she asked me if my marriage was not working out. 
At her inquiry I broke down and cried, telling 
her the whole story. She said, “You must leave 

him. I don't want to see you get so beaten down 
that it will take you years to come back up.” 

With this final word of wise counsel, T went 

home and told Rick again that I felt he would 
not let me love him, His response was, “If you 
want to give me a quart's worth of love, and I 

only want a tablespoon, why should I take the 

rest?" I thought all night about his remark. I 

realized that I wanted to give more than a 

quart's worth; I wanted to give gallons of love. 

I also knew that he was offering me less than a 
teaspoonful. I could not pretend any more that 
I was in a normal marriage by any definition or 
that I could survive being smothered daily by 
him. The next day, I moved out. 

His response to my leaving showed his lack of 

feeling for me and his concern with appearances. 

When he learned I had gone, he did not try to 

find me. Instead, he immediately telephoned our 

bishop to see if my leaving him would jeopardize 

his church callings. When I finally called him 

on the telephone the next week, he asked me to 

come back to him. “Do you love me?” I asked. 

"No, I don't even like you,” he sneered. “But 

come back.” 

To say he was abnormal and abusive is not to 

say I was perfect. I was angry; I said things 

to hurt Rick on occasion because he had hurt me 
so deeply. For a while I hated him because he 
destroyed the dreams of marriage I'd held since 
girlhood. I had saved myself, and he didn't 
appreciate my years of work to be worthy of a 

righteous priesthood holder; he didn’t acknowl- 

edge that he had any role as a priesthood 
holder. This was a deep sorrow to me. He had 
brought upon me a great evil I did not deserve 

and humiliated me before the world in a situa~ 

tion in which I was innocent. 

I have asked myriad questions since I left 
this situation. I have rethought my own defini- 

tions of what life is, who I am, and how God 

works with us, Some answers have come as 
insights into mortality. Significantly, I have 
peace that I literally did all in my power to 

gave this man. While I saved myself, I could 
yot help him; thus, I learned about freedom of 

choice. 

In overcoming this tragedy, I learned the 
therapeutic qualities of love, the abiding 

nature of truth, the depth and breadth of my own 

soul, the potency of the gospel in practice, the 
necessity of individual faith. The victory of 

having overcome is as real as forgiveness and 

love and integrity, as real as the suffering, 

abnormality, and abuse I endured. I thank God 

that I am whole again. 

Name Withheld 
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Harris Sister 

Sleep, ba-by, sleep. 
read. Thy fath-er—- 

Thy moth-er wants to 

Sister Harris hadn't been in The Mood all 
day, but when Brother Harris came home from the 
ward garden complaining that no one supported 
the welfare effort, she determined to be as 
stoical as Elaine Cannon and as alluring as 
Marabel Morgan. When he had asked if the buns 
were warm (a secret code between them), she had 
replied with more than her usual vim, “Hot.” It 
was better not to elaborate: "—and tired, 
dear.” 

On the few occasions she had explained her- 
self further ("I'd rather finish the dishes,” or 
“Wouldn't a run around the block do you more 
good?"), Brother Harris had taken it personally. 
“You don't like my body,” he would mourn, 

"I do like your body. I just don't like it 
as often as you like mine.” 

Brevity is better, Sister Harris had decided, 
Some things were better left unsaid. 

Now that she'd gotten herself into it, she 
wished she could stop thinking about the older 
kids' coughs, the baby's whimper, and the left- 
over eggs gluing to the pan. 

I could swear those brown eggs (that she had 
bought to be broad-minded) were more rubbery 
than the white, Sister Harris thought. Would a 
little vinegar have kept them from sticking, or 
is that what keeps the pan from turning black? 

“Do you have a clean shirt for tomorrow, 
dear?" she asked. 

He seemed distracted. 

"If you need one, I could throw a load 
together right now." Was he angry with her? 
Mad about the laundry spilling off the sofa? 

What did he think when he saw the kitchen? That she hadn't done anything useful all day? That she just lay around while the kids took care of themselves, changed their own diapers, fixed 
their own meals, cleaned up their own messes? 
He probably thought-- 

—-ooh. Cold hands. Some like them cold, 
some like them hot, some like them in the pot, 
nine days old. 

An office job would be nice. A challenging, 
adventurous, stimulating nine-to-five sort of 
job. She would be smart. She would be skinny. 
She would wear a linen suit and classic pumps, 
and people would take her seriously in spite of 
her beauty. See-saw, Margery Daw, Jack shall 
have a new mas-ter, 

Striding into the board meeting, she would 
assume her place at the head of the table. 
“Gentlemen, please: be seated." A gracious 
smile to all. Then down to business. A flurry 
of charts and graphs and vital documentation. 

They would lean forward hungrily: a dozen or 
so handsomely weathered, powerful, sensitive 
men. "Who is that clean yet Provocative woman?” 
one of them would whisper, "She has a special 
fire in her eyes.” 

“It's the light of the gospel,” someone would 
answer. 

“Cu-mon, baby, light my fire,” were the words 
that next entered her consciousness. They were 
the words of Brother Harris, and Sister Harris 
realized, with no little amount of guilt, that 
she had not been pay-ing atten-tion. 

Daydreaming during sex was, to Sister Harris, 
as bad as worrying about the jello during the 
Sacrament. Sometimes she would look the prayers 
up in her scriptures, pondering--in an attempt 
to get the spirit—each familiar sentence, 
wishing that the words would rearrange 
themselves in unexpectedly revealing patterns, 
But Sister Harris hadn't discovered anything to 
give her the right spirit during sex. 

“Sex is a very spiritual thing,” Bishop 
Halvorsen had told her a week before her wed- 
ding. “Our Father in Heaven has blessed us with 
an urge so powerful, yes, even overwhelming, in 
order that man may experience the joy of bearing 
children while yet in this life. Were it not 
for this impelling force of earth's creations, 
man ‘never should have seed,' as it says in the 
scriptures, And I personally feel,” he had 
continued, leaning towards her, “that were it 
not for this sacred gift of procreation, that 
very few brethren would ever feel the impelling 
urge to get married.” 

Come into my parlor said the Spider to the 
Fly; it's the prettiest lit-tle parlor you ever 
did spy— 

She had stood up to leave, hoping he would 
not ask to shake her sweaty hand. "You are a 
young rose of womanhood, my dear,” Bishop 
Halvorsen concluded, patting her limp hand 

I was fifteen when we met. He came from a 
small town in Alaska to go to college in the big 
city, He hadn't had any girl friends. He hadn't 
even had a telephone or a TV. We saw each other 
at MIA about once a week and on Sundays, too. 
We'd say “hi” and talk a little, but not much. 
He had a crewcut and lots of pimples, but he had 
beautiful teeth--not one filling—and a real nice 
smile. I liked him, 

In the spring I celebrated my sixteenth birth- 
day by inviting him to a Joan Baez concert. It 
was our first date. We doubled with my parents; 
they liked Joan Baez too. I guess he thought he 
ought to reciprocate, so the next week he asked 
me out to a concert. But it was a very boring 
concert, and he slept through it. I was 

embarrassed. Nothing else happened before he went 
home for the summer. 

I thought about him a lot that summer. I 

thought that this might really be it. I was 
probably in love. When September came, I had 
butterflies in my stomach every Sunday, hoping I 
would see him again. All the other students came 
back; he still wasn't there. I was afraid he 
wasn't coming. Then one. Sunday I saw him. There 
he was with the same pimples and crewcut and 

beautiful smile and beautiful body—he had broad 

shoulders and gorgeous muscles. I invited him 
home for dinner, 

He came to dinner most Sundays after that--my 
mother fixed great Sunday dinners. After dinner, 
we'd clear the dishes, get out the ping pong net, 
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paternally between his own cool ones,” who will blossom, if you will, even as the desert in the 
time of Adam.” 

“=—and Eve,” she had self-consciously added 
as she bolted out the door, 

Many times since, Sister Harris had searched 
the scriptures for Eve: Who are you, my mother, 
my sister? Were you ever too tired for bed? 
How do I lack the largeness of your vision? 
Pregnancy is a condition I dread, 

“Did you hear the baby cry?" she asked 
Brother Harris, who definitely had his mind on 
other things. 

One, two, three, four, five, six, seven-- 
Mummie's little darlings sent from heaven-- 

This verse was one Sister Harris liked to 
repeat when she was feeling good and the chil- 
dren were being good and Brother Harris was 
helping dress them for bed. He is a good man, 
thought Sister Harris, and tried to concentrate, 
too. But whenever she tried to concentrate, she 
started thinking about in exactly what manner 
she ought to be concentrating, Spontaneity, she 
felt, was the clue to good sex: Savor each 
moment, each action, each tender word, Don't 
think about the eggs, or the baby, or the cold 
bathroom floor, 

Dreaming about sex was, she decided, in some 
ways preferable to the real thing: passionate 
but not enervating, weightless, odorless, 
sterile, and worry-free. Yes, a floaty, light 
kind of carnality was more her style. Something 
slightly ethereal, a gentle kiss on her-- 

Suddenly she was Little Brave Sambo perched 
high in the palm-tree watching the tigers rage 
round and round and round, faster and faster and 
faster and faster, wildly whirling and turning 
and churning themselves into butter. 

When it was good, it was very very good; but 
when it was bad, it was horrid. Sister Harris 
hoped she'd felt what she was supposed to feel 
when it was very very good because if she hadn't 
it was probably too late. At thirty-four she 
had, according to the Reader's Digest, already 
reached her sexual prime. 

She gave Brother Harris a little love pat. 
He was saying something: ", , .and it feels 
good to be completely open about these 
fantasies; I'm relieved that we can really 
communicate." 

For a moment, she thought she was going to 
tell him about the nursery rhymes. She could 
imagine his incredulous, "You recite what while 
we're making love?!” 

Brevity is better, she had thought. Some 
things were better left unsaid. 

Sister Harris lay quietly and stared into the 
dark, 

Maureen Leavitt 

Marbach, West Germany 

and have tournaments on the dining room table. 
He was good, but so were my parents; I wasn't so 
bad myself. Our favorite game was doubles with 
only one paddle per team. He'd hit the ball and 
throw down the paddle for me to pick it up in 
time to return the ball again. Because we had a 
pool table in the basement, he and my dad played 
ten or so games of pool every Sunday and a few on 
Tuesday nights. My little brother loved to 
wrestle with him and do tumbling tricks. They 

worked out whole routines. I wasn't really sure 
he came over to see me, 

After wrestling a while with my brother, he'd 
be all sweaty, and he'd sit down to play the 
piano. His shirt would cling to his wet back, 
showing all his muscles, He had such a beautiful 
back. I loved watching him play the piano. 

I joined the choir because he sang in it. We 
practiced every Wednesday night. I saw him on 
Tuesday nights, too, because that was MIA, and on 

Wednesday mornings we took the same Institute 
class. Pretty soon we started going to movies on 

the weekends. I had an afterschool job for extra 
money, and I had access to my parents’ car, I 
picked him up at his dorm, took him out, spent my 
money, and drove him back home. 

Sometimes we'd talk till late in the night. 
He'd walk me home on Tuesday nights so that we 
could talk, It was five miles from the church to 
my house, but it seemed like nothing. Then I'd 
drive him back past the church to his dorm, and 
we'd stay out in the car and talk. Through all 
this, he hardly even held my hand. 
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Silk Dresses 
This summer, watching in horror as gypsy 

caterpillars dropped down on their silken 
threads from my trees, I thought of those 

pioneer women who raised silk worms in their 
Spare bedrooms. The sericulture project, as I 

understand it, was one more effort to create a 

self-sufficient Utah economy. If women wanted 

to wear silk, Brigham Young insisted they raise 

it themselves. That harried housewives and 
mothers in this desert Zion actually stripped 
trees of their leaves to feed silk worms is 
astonishing to me. What inner need could have 
compelled such behavior? Surely time and energy 
would have been better spent creating new stan- 
dards of feminine beauty and respectability 
rather than vainly trying to recreate the old. 

Without thinking about it, many twentieth- 
century Mormon women continue the struggle to 

manufacture silk dresses. Facing widowhood or 
divorce, starting a new job, going back to 
school, adjusting to a reduced or expanded 

family, they laboriously drag archaic remnants 
of the past into their new lives. Some houses 
are silk dresses. So are some attitudes. When 
I decided on an academic career some years ago, 
I easily dropped Tupperware parties, baby 
showers, and most “homemaking” meetings (I am 
still waiting for the rest of my ward to dis- 
cover that it is more economical to read a book 
than to spend a day transforming zucchini into 
pineapple or pickles), yet I am stil] struggling 

with old patterns. Because I don't have the 
time and energy to cook and clean the way I used 
to, I have trouble inviting people to dinner. A 
silk-dress attitude hanging in the back of my 
brain keeps me from developing more casual and 
spontaneous forms of sociability. 

I am not arguing for a complete abandonment 
of the past, nor am I suggesting that tradi- 

tional homemaking skills are archaic. I am 
simply inviting a little more self-conscious- 
ness, urging my sisters to be more selective 
about their burdens. In the past few days, 

instead of writing this essay, I have been 
canning peaches. I don't know why. I haven't 
done much canning for the past three years. 

Maybe it is the cool, grey summer we have had. 
Somehow the thought of winter seems more 
bearable now that I have captured thirty-two 
bottles of local sunshine. I am told that 
Durham peaches are a pale imitation of Utah 
peaches. It has been so long since I tasted a 
Utah peach that I can't be sure, but I do know 
that Durham peaches taste much better than those 

After our dates, I'd go into my parents’ room 
to let them know I was home. Night after night, 
week after week, month after month, Mother would 
ask, “Has he kissed you yet?” 

“No, not yet.” 

“What's the matter with that boy?” 

I fantasized our first kiss hundreds of times. 
We'd move together slowly, looking into each 
other's eyes. He'd touch my face and bend his 
head down till his warm, soft lips met mine. It 
would be a little kiss, just a short gentle one, 
full of meaning. 

One night in late January we sat in the living 
room talking when he suddenly grabbed my shoul- 
ders and pressed his lips hard against mine. 

“Is this it?" He 
He tried a few more times 

“What is this?” I thought. 
didn't even pucker. 
with equal effect. 

“No,” I said. “Not like that. 
showed him a few kisses in the air. "Can you do 

that?” He couldn't. “Look, you pucker your lips 
out and kind of suck in with your cheeks. Now, 
try it again.” 

Watch me.” IL 

We practiced for three solid days. 
very good at it. 

He got 

Carrel H. Sheldon 
Arlington, Massachusetts 
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southerh peaches, hard as hailstones, that our 

grocery stores import each summer. The. peaches 

I canned yesterday float in their jars golden as 
yolks from the brown eggs we eat in New 

Hampshire. I paid $9 for one half bushel. 
Clearly a silk dress. 

Canning my expensive peaches brought me 
closer to those women of the Springville Relief 
Society whom George Edward Anderson photographed 
with their spindles and reels, milk pans full of 
silk cocoons spilling over into their laps. I 
would like to think that at least some of them 
recognized the frivolity of their project. A 

silk dress is worth making when you no longer 
think you have to. The skin of the peaches IL 
canned yesterday slipped off with a few seconds' 
blanching, leaving a powdery blush that dyed my 
fingers and palms and gave a pink tinge to the 
syrup. I feasted at my sink on bits of peach 
flesh clinging to the pits; I will feast all 
autumn on the color; and in December, when the 

snow falls in Durham, I will unpop the seals and 
let out summer. 

Laurel Thatcher Ulrich 
Durham, New Hampshire 

In the Casket, Clean 
Some years ago the statement was made to the 

youth of the Church that a person would be 

“better dead clean than alive unclean.” As I 
read this again in a recent issue of the Ensign, 

I raced into the article expecting to see an 
affirmation of chastity and repentance, an 
affirmation of courageous values and divine for- 
giveness. I expected, heaven help me, to see a 
repudiation. I remember being confounded by 
that statement in my growing up time. I thought 
it had been buried with the era of Hitler and 
the New Deal and depression depletion. Now here 
it was again. But instead of being repudiated 

by the rest of the piece, it was brought out of 
its casket as the author quoted and praised his 
own father for saying, “We would rather come to 

this station and take your body off the train in 
a casket than to have you come home unclean, 
having lost your virtue.” 

If I had been undone by the idea as a young 
woman, I was even more so now. Could any parent 

really have meant that, have wanted a child to 

go off thinking it? Since becoming a parent 
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myself, I have been even more at a loss to find 
any reason for such a negation of unconditional 
love. In fact, with experience I have thought 

that the death of a child would be without ques- 

tion the hardest grief to bear. What must it 
have been for the Father himself? 

And what would it be for a child to have to 
bear the idea that failure in anything might 
result in his or her negation of worth to a 
parent? 

Right now we have a daughter in France on a 
mission. She's wrestling with a new language, 
rejection, frustration, finding her greatest 

solace in knowing that she is loved-—-by Jesus 
Christ, by her Heavenly Father and Mother, by 
all of us whose thorough acceptance and support 

she has always counted on, whose love she is 
bent on extending to people behind those closed 
doors and in those strange streets, Sometimes 
she admits she's afraid of what's there as she 
rides her bike into exotic but alien territory. 

Anything could happen. We know it. We sent her 
there with no guarantees. Despite her faith, 

strength, and determination, anything could 
happen. Anything, that is, except her losing 

her trust in being loved--and wanted back. 

Under any circumstances she must live by the 

sure knowledge of that love and acceptance or 

not much is worth much. Better under any 
circumstance home in a casket? Oh, please, God, 
tell me no. Please, 

And here at home the struggle to keep a 
“pure” anything above the deep waters of human 
frailty and predicament continues, sustained 

best by knowledge of the love that passeth 
either frailty or predicament--yes, even under- 

standing. We had unwed mothers live in our home 
for years, young women whose humanness had made 
them victims of, in turn, an overpowering love, 

a drunken step-brother, a drugged-up teenager, a 
married man full of promises, a contact for a 
stake missionary. Most of them had simply been 
overwhelmed by an urgency to feel love in lives 

devoid of that blessing. They came into our 
home, lived out their pregnancies and shame, 
gave their babies to loving homes, and--oh, I 

hope--went back to their lives as productive, 
quality human beings. Oh, dear heaven, I 
hope—pray!--that they did not leave feeling 

unclean or unworthy or unloved, let alone that 
they would have been better off dead. And dead 
how? As maybe suicides? 

This week I talked with Susan, nineteen, and 
Mark, twenty-two, who are battling their love 
and need for each other and their love and need 
to stay legitimate in the Church and in their 
own hearts. Just back from his mission, he 
wants to have at least a year to hike in the 
Wind Rivers with his buddies, work on his 

family's ranch with his cousins, start his 
sophomore year in college without declaring his 
major till he has a chance to explore. She has 
been a counselor at an MIA camp, wants to be a 
teacher. She could be a better one with a study 
abroad program. Neither is ready for marriage. 
But they've fallen in love, pulsing ardently to 
what the rest of the world writes and prays and 
thinks about. They walk into a room and bring 
magic. 

So now what? Torn apart by loving each other 
and loving the word of God, compelled by hor- 
mones and moral expectations, what are their 

choices? Giving up girlhood and boyhood and 

taking on adulthood before they're ready? Con- 
tinuing in the joy/anguish of being together and 
not totally together? Waiting? Chancing ca- 
pitulation while undergoing the rigors of denial 
and postponement of their love, or letting them- 
selves be propelled into a marriage they both 
might well resent? 

Recognizing the growth inherent in disci- 
pline, I pray that as they decide, they'll win 
the war of reason and commitment versus instinct 
and infatuation, that, as their love gains in 
many dimensions, they'll manage to walk 
untainted--whatever that may mean—"“clean"-- 
before the Lord and themselves, and eventually 
into His temple to be sanctioned and sanctified. 

But what if they lose the battle? Don't make 
it? Oh, please again, God, and whoever is 
telling us it is better to have them in the 
casket, please tell me that love for them 
passeth our understanding at all any such fear- 
ful contradiction of love. Dear Jesus, say you 
would tell them, “Neither do I condemn thee,” 
much less send them to a stoning. Where would 
be the means for them or any of us to go and sin 
no more? From a casket? From hell? 

Tell me there is far more for all us frail 
mortals. Tell me that we can pit resolution, 
repentance, and redemption against a renuncia- 

tion of all three--in reverence for life and the 
gift of choice and the sure knowledge of uncon- 
ditional love in lives subject to getting better 
a long way this side of any casket-claiming of 
those who just might fail. 

Emma Lou Thayne 
Salt Lake City, Utah 
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Brother Bennett, 
Sexism, 

and the Handbook 
The kids had their feet on the dash, but I 

would ignore that since they were quietly listen- 
ing to Bible-story tapes that would last the 
twenty-minute ride to church. My baby Nate was 
even silent in his carseat, apparently lulled by 
the steady beat of the windshield wipers that 
efficiently discarded the quickly accumulating 
wet snow onto the slippery roads. I could review 
the day ahead in peace and make necessary contin- 
gency plans if I discovered a flaw in my careful 
strategies. My mind raced through each necessary 
step for each person, and I felt myself smile. I 
prayed gratefully, nearly out loud, assuming that 
the Lord had some role in allowing today's little 
orchestration of people to go smoothly. 

It was a little project—-no big deal—-but it 

had become important to me, A month ago the 
bishop had asked me to prepare a special program 
for the Sunday before Christmas. All efforts to 

organize a choir this year had failed. He real- 
ized that the two best sopranos and the two (and 
only) good basses had perpetually conflicting 
schedules. Could it be done? I had reluctantly 
Promised to make sure that it could and would. I 
love choir work and have always found working 
with music in the Church wonderfully gratifying. 
With my four small children, my job, and other 
church and neighborhood responsibilities, I do 
mot have a chance to do much with music. So to 
get to lead the choir again was a blessing, 
especially at Christmas time. 

I admit, however, that I hate the cajoling and 
coaxing that usually accompanies the calling, not 
because I resent the time it takes but because I 
really understand the reasons why most people 
cannot come to rehearsals. People who are 

already active in the ward are already so busy. 
Many are graduate students or wives of students 
with babies and part-time jobs. Others have 
equally demanding schedules and family responsi- 
bilities. I hate to make them feel obligated to 
add one more commitment to their lives. 

Take the Bennetts for example. He was 
interning at a hospital and doing research. They 
had four small children, one with medical prob- 
lems. His wife taught school part-time and was 
in the Relief Society presidency. They had 
fluctuating schedules, limited incomes, and did 
enormous amounts of church work. They always 
appeared exhausted, and I knew the special pro- 
gram would require at least five rehearsals. 
That would take him away from home several extra 
hours a week and would leave her alone with the 
kids for as many hours, all in this especially 
harrying pre-holiday time. 

But Brother Bennett was the only bass who 
could do the job in the whole ward. There was 
another reliable man who could read the part, but 
his voice was raspy and “stuck out." Brother 

Bennett's rich bass voice was essential to our 
little group. He knew that; we all knew that. 
He agreed to practice and sing if I would try to 
arrange the rehearsals for convenient times. I 
tried my best. 

Today was the first Sunday in December, two 
weeks from the program. Brother Bennett would be 
“on call” next Sunday, and both good sopranos 
were committed to a stake meeting on Saturday— 
all day. All the week nights were out for large 
numbers of our group, so the last big intense 
rehearsal had to be today. After endless phone 
calls, I had found out that, miraculously, every- 
one could come. We planned to rehearse from 
three until five, finishing in time to make the 
5:50 sacrament meeting. 

As I drove, I went over the plans I had laid, 
plans that had attempted to accommodate all fif- 
teen singers, plus our busy organist. The vio- 
linist couldn't make it today, but we would have 
her next week with our abbreviated group. That 
would have to do. Her super daughter Margaret 
had volunteered to go with me to pick up Brother 
Bennett at 2:30, She would stay to help Sister 
Bennett with her kids for the afternoon and 
accompany her to church in the Bennetts’ car. 
Sister Bennett would love that, I knew. As a 

mother of small children, I was delighted that 
she would have the chance to have an energetic, 
helpful teenager spend a cold Sunday afternoon 
entertaining them all, 

As I searched for a parking place, I was glad 
for this Sabbath Day, dreary and cold as it was. 
I was glad I had accepted the call to do the pro- 
gram. I went over the music in my mind. The 
birth of the Savior had certainly inspired some 
of the world's most beautiful music. I adored 
some of the pieces we were to perform. Now that 
the logistics of the rehearsal were settled, I 
could stop worrying about that and concentrate on 
interpretations and ideas for performing some of 
these exciting numbers. 

Yes, surely the Lord's hand was in this small 
feat. It would make the whole season brighter 
for me, and certainly for many others. Lots of 
people in our ward are far from home on 

Christmas. It would be very nice to have an 
especially good sacrament program to help cele- 

brate the holiday. And, for all the participants 
in this Christ-centered project, it would have a 
grand influence. I genuinely hoped it would add 
to the Bennetts" Christmas experience. 

I remember that Sabbath morning as a glad one 
for me. My boys seemed less wiggly, and the 

gospel doctrine lesson quite memorable. After 
Sunday School I went to the foyer as announced to 
explain the logistics for the choir rehearsal to 
all the members I had not yet informed. Everyone 
seemed pleased—until I got to the Bennetts. 
When I offered to bring Margaret over, Sister 
Bennett seemed very happy. Frankly, she never 

seemed offended by any part of my plan. But, as 
I explained it to Brother Bennett, he reacted 

with a coldness and a reproachfulness that com- 
pletely confused me. 

"Who else are you driving to choir practice?" 
he demanded with the tone of some official 
inquisitor. 

“No one,” I replied. "We are the only fami- 

lies who are coming from that direction to sing. 
Margaret's mother cannot attend today.” 

“Well, don't you think this is all quite 
inappropriate?” he asked accusingly. “I mean, 
what would people say?” 

I was hurt and totally dumbfounded as well as 
still completely confused. I remember thinking 

. that perhaps he was joking with me about some- 
thing, but somehow the tone was too serious. 
Others listening around me, apparently equally’ 
confused, were not laughing. 

“What do you mean?” I asked, embarrassed at my 
ignorance of my apparent crime. 

“Don't you know?" he began authoritatively and 

self-righteously, "The Handbook makes it very 

clear that one man and one woman should never 
travel-to meetings alone, or for that matter 
anywhere alone. It would be much wiser for me to 

drive my own car to the church. Tell Margaret 
not to bother. My wife can handle the kids 
alone. She is quite used to that, you know. I 
will drive home myself and pick her up for 
Sacrament meeting.” 

This statement from The Handbook was such a 
clear accusation, I remember turning crimson and 
grasping at my dress, checking to see what it was 
about me that had earned me the label of seduct- 
ress. I felt like a harlot about to be stoned in 
front of all my friends. I felt my collar. My 
neckline was conservatively high, and I knew that 
my hemline was not in violation of any norm—it 
was well below my knees, Was my drese too tight? 
No. I clutched the choir music to my chest, con- 
vinced that it was my breasts that were somehow 
at fault. I felt guilty for having breasts at 
all, for surely they were what had revealed my 
sexuality and thus made me guilty of automatic 
seduction. Why had I done this awful thing, I 
wondered, inviting this upright priesthood holder 
to ride with me in my car to choir practice-- 
alone? 

I apologized--at least four times. He 
graciously accepted what had now become my 
admission of guilt--warning me against future 
attempts at seduction in his lesson-teaching, 
softly scolding, I'm-a-priesthood-holder voice. 
I glanced at Sister Bennett, ashamed at having 
tried to entice her husband to sin right there in 
front of her. She looked uninterested; I looked 
away hoping she would forgive me. Then suddenly 
aware of my children, who now seemed obnoxious 
and ill-behaved, I rushed out of the chapel and 
home——crying. 

I do not remember that rehearsal for the 
Christmas program, nor do I remember the 
Christmas program. Some participants still 
remind me that they loved performing that music 
and felt a good spirit there, but I have no 
memories of that. I have some vague memories of 

being hugged after the meeting by some kind 
saints but feeling distracted and somehow 

detached from the whole event. In fact, all I 
really remember about that whole episode is 

Brother Bennett, his accusing remarks and the 
feelings they stirred up in me. I remember that 
for a few days I had hated myself, had hated 
being a woman, and had actually accepted the 

guilt that he had assigned me by his reproach. I 
had accepted the idea implicit in 

instructions that women are by definition sexual 
objects, and therefore dangerous. That experi- 
ence has heightened my self-consciousness about 
my sexuality among Mormon men. It has made me 
much less comfortable and relaxed when I am with 
them, especially if I am not protected from 
“aloneness” by crowds of people around me. 
also more self-conscious about my clothes at 
church, always a bit fearful that something I am 
wearing might be suggestive and might set me up 
for another awful scene like the one in the foyer 

that I remember so well. I sometimes find myself 
standing with my arms folded as if to cover 
myself when Mormon men are around. And certainly 
whenever people are leaving the church after 
meetings or whatever, I always get nervous about 
who will be taking whom home. I am actually 
afraid of some necessary pairing of a man and a 
woman alone in a car. 

I am 

Now, as I have explained, I initially turned 
all my anxiety and guilt in on myself, but it did 
not take me long before I became angry at Brother 
Bennett, The Handbook, and all those who quote 

it. Many months after that event, a sister I was 
visiting teaching told me she had heard about the 
episode from someone who had watched it and that 
both she and the sister who had reported it to 
her had identified thoroughly with my obvious 
humiliation. They had accurately imagined what I 
had felt immediately afterwards as well as later 
on. This woman had had a similar experience. 

Her bishop had questioned her about the fact 
that when she was Young Women's president she and 
the Young Men's president had frequently ridden 
to and from meetings together, in part to save on 
gas and in part to have some of their planning 
meetings in the car. She explained how falsely 
accused she had felt when the bishop had implied 
that such rides were very dangerous. She had 
been all the more upset and hurt since her 
intentions had been so entirely noble. We 
commiserated. She commented that she felt that 
as long as the role of women as exclusively wives 
and mothers is stressed, we as a people will find 
it difficult to separate any woman as an 
individual—a person--from her sexual identity. 

That makes sense to me. As I reflect on my 
feelings of worth and wholeness among people I 
know, I realize that I feel more highly regarded 
and respected among non-Mormon men than among 

Mormon men. And I feel less specifically labeled 
as a sexual thing among many of the men I know 
outside the Church than I do by the majority 
inside. 

Recently an irate brother popped up in testi— 
mony meeting to condemn with great fury the por- 
nographers of the world. Wrapping his righteous 

indignation in the jargon of our age, he casti- 
gated the purveyors of “sexist trash” for 
degrading women and “womanhood.” He exclaimed 
with vehemence that with their pictures and films 
they have made sexual objects of women. I agreed 
with him but wished that I had had the nerve to 
stand and try to explain that women of Mormondom 
are also made into objects by things a part of 
our own culture. . .among them The Handbook and 
its rule on never riding alone, and the Brother 
Bennetts who keep it on our minds. 

Judith R. Dushku 
Watertown, Massachusetts 
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Understanding Our Sexuality 
Sex, simplistically defined, is the dif- 

ference between male and female. Even the 

feminist, whose purpose is to “equalize” the 
sexes, can do nothing about the fact that men 
and women are different. They belong to 

different sexes. Why? In order that the 
purposes of God--that men and women might find 

joy and Fulfillment with God and with one 

another--might be accomplished. It is grievous 

to many women that “sex” has been separated from 

its true purpose and glorified into an 
idolatrous deity and that the world seems to be 

rapidly converting to the worship of this false 
god. Many want to take a stand against the 

sexual gluttony. 

The first illusion that we must strip away is 
that sex and love are the same thing. Sex can- 

not be equated with love. That is a hard lesson 

that sometimes takes a long while to learn. 
Women have a natural capacity to love and a cor- 
responding need to be loved. Until we learn 
wisdom by experience, this need tends to make us 
vulnerable to all the imitations of love--par- 
ticularly those related to physical intimacy-- 
that ignorant and/or selfish people offer us. 
Most of us do not want to be physically intimate 
with someone unless we're in love. If we assume 

that most men have similar reservations, we 

easily get caught in the trap of believing that 
sexual advances are love. Then one morning we 

wake up realizing that we are sexually glutted, 
yet still starved for love. Only then do we 
start searching for a more accurate measurement 

of what love really is. 

Love, of course, cannot be defined with our 

limited language. Its dimensions are as wide as 
eternity. Love is an absolute-~a perfect 
energy. We comprehend its fullness in propor- 
tion to our own perfection. Most of us recog- 
nize that love includes the gamut of all 
things we experience; this knowledge gives us a 
base by which we can at least partially measure 
what love is and is not. 

We know, for example, that being treated as 
if we are intelligent beings is a very ,ood 

experience. It feels good to have our intellect 
acknowledged as valuable. Because it feels good 
to have our opinions considered and our wisdom 
sought after, we sometimes measure men's love by 

the degree to which they seek out the depths of 
our thinking with sincere pleasure and interest, 

and by the way they respond and reciprocate when 

we attempt to explore their thinking. We really 

don't enjoy giving ourselves to men who treat us 
as if we were simpletons or who ignore the 

validity of our thoughts. Nor can we completely 
accept men who keep their own thoughts secret. 

To experience an honest communication of the 

heart is also a good thing. Women tend to meas~ 
ure love by how well feelings are communicated, 

How we feel about something enhances how we 

think about it. The reactions of our hearts 
expand, clarify, and enrich our thoughts. The 

result we hope for is a more open communication 

between people rather than dreams of what might 
be. Women who have enjoyed this wider vision-- 

living by the understandings of the heart as 

well as by the explorations of the mind—are 
restless in relationships where their feelings 
are discounted while the man's are not. All of 
us want to understand and need to be understood. 
In other words, we tend to measure men's love by 
the behavior of their hearts. 

If we accept that women measure love first by 
thinking and feeling, we can begin to consider 
how women measure the physical aspects of love. 
Women sense the difference between love and 
lust. We seem to be able to tell whether a hug 

or a kiss or a look represents a sincere show of 
affectionate caring--a desire for shared warmth 

--or if it means “come-on-let's-jump-into-bed- 
and-satisfy-my-base-appetites.” If the experi- 

ence is a sincere one, we feel fulfilled; if it 

is merely a lustful one, we feel used. Gener- 

ally, we use the presence of lust as a measure 

for what love is not. 

Although love may, or may not, encompass 

physical intimacy, the part of love that is 
related to such intimacy should be guided by our 
knowledge of the righteous order of love. To 
acquire that knowledge means we have to strip 
away the {llusion that we can accept love with- 
out accepting responsibility. Love will always 
be perverted into something less than love if we 
don't respond in the appropriate way in®a rela~ 
tionship. What is appropriate has a lot to do 

with commitment. 

How much we want to share physically is 
particularly dependent on the degree of mutual 
commitment. If we take anything about the man's 
commitment for granted, if we don't clarify our 

own level of commitment, or if our commitments 

are not equal in intensity, both people may 

expend a great deal of love energy in ways that 

will eventually hurt rather than bless each 
other. The consummation of the sex act is, in 

the order of God, reserved for a man and woman 

who are totally committed to one another and who 

desire to share full responsibility for each 
other and for the creations of their love. 

Our society's preoccupation with sex for 
sex's sake, however, has not only limited our 
ability to respond appropriately to each other's 
hearts and minds but, paradoxically, has limited 
our freedom to express physical affection on 

every level. There is such a thing as a holy 
kiss, shared by committed friends in the harmo- 

nious beauty of God's order. There is a holy 
embrace that lets two people exchange physical 
warmth and caring without sexual implication, an 

embrace that would be violated by any sexual 
consideration. There is a rare beauty in free- 
dom of true love where the relationship and com- 

mitments are understood-—for those who have the 
eyes to behold it. 

We as women cannot take anything for granted 
and should not depend on anyone else to make our 

decisions. We should commit ourselves to being 
responsible to and for those we love. If we do, 
we will have the desire and the ability to be 
faithful to one man in the sexual consummation 
of love. But we will also have the capacity and 
the desire to emotionally and physically show 
love for many men and women, children and older 
people. - 

Therefore, in spite of arguments to the con- 

trary from those around us, we need not be cor- 

rupted into being less than we can be. Most of 
our capacity to love waits within us, still 

untouched, There is a world of discovery for 

each of us who dares to pioneer the uncharted 
roads. When Jesus Christ told us to love with 
all our heart, might, mind and soul, he intro- 
duced us to the plain and precious mysteries of 
the true order of love. He gave us the means by 

which we can recognize and measure life's 
richest treasure. He showed us the way; let's 
partake with Him of the delicious fruit of the 

Tree of Life. 

Gay Blanchard 
Salt Lake City, Utah 

Sexual Harassment: Unrighteous Dominion 
Workplace Hustle, narrated by Ed Asner, is a 

training film on the issue of sexual harassment. 
Asner observes, “An obvious fact kept coming 

up--women and men don't understand sexual 
harassment in the same way. They see it with 
different eyes, hear with different ears, and 
feel with different feelings. That is the root 
of the problem. We must listen to each other 
and learn a common language.” 

He also calls attention to the fact that 
“some men have a stronger innate sense of jus- 
tice. It takes a rare human quality to identify 
with the pain of those different from yourself.” 

As the documentation of sexual harassment 
unfolded in this film, the “pain” Asner referred 

to was described by one woman. She said that 
when confronted with sexual harassment a woman 
often “smiles on the outside while hurting on 
the inside.” The old, “grin and bear it,” 

“happy slave” syndrome is evident. Women are at 
a loss as to how to respond to sexual harassment 
because the behavior is so out of context with 
what they assume is supposed to be taking place 
within occupational or educational interactions 

and relattonships. 

Any sexual behavior that {fs unsolicited, un- 
wanted, and/or repeated toward the victim could 

be considered harassment. In sexually harassing 
situations a person is judged by her appearance 

and her body rather than her talents, abilities, 
skills, intelligence, and pecformance as a 

worker or as a learner. Besides being illegal 
when (t occurs in educational or employment set- 

tings, sexual harassment is also a form of 
unrighteous dominion. 

Examples of sexual harassment are constant 
leering, offensive signs and gestures, porno- 
8raphic matertals openly displayed, sexual sug- 

gestions, highly personal innuendos, explicit 

propositions, brushing up against the body, pat- 

ting, squeezing, pinching, quick kisses, and 

forced sexual relations. 

An environment where sexism exists is the 
most likely breeding ground for sexual harass— 
ment. Sexism is subtle; it is a type of dis- 

crimination that has been built into all facets 
of our society. Sexual harassment is just one 
form of sexual discrimination. 

As a woman attempts to integrate into 
formerly all-male areas, both in employment and 

education, she often feels hostility and that 

the intent is to "get her out.” Sexual harass- 
ment can be an effective way to eliminate this 

“unwanted element.” 

In 1973, researchers Walman and Frank 

described what happens to a woman entering male- 
dominated contexts. They observed six groups, 
each composed of one woman and the rest men. In 

every group the woman was the lowest on the 
social strata, She was viewed by the rest of 
her group members as a “deviant,” and powerful 

group forces operated to keep her in that role. 
The men seemed to “mourn their loss” of an all- 
male group, directing intense hostility toward 
the one whom they felt was responsible for the 
change in their group. Strong forces isolated 
the woman and kept the group in constant con- 

flict with her. In some way, she inevitably 
became a casualty. The consequences for each 
woman were, of course, personally and profes- 

sionally devastating. 

Sexual harassment, like rape, is a hostile, 

aggressive act. It is an act of power, control, 
and an unhealthy game of domination. The 
harassed person is diminished, treated like an 
object, and humiliated, If a man has to ask 
“How do I know if an action on my part will be 

interpreted as sexual harassment?", then he does 

not know the woman well enough to be doing what 

he has in mind. 

Harassment, like rape, is arbitrary, and the 

selection of victims is random, without regard 
for marital status, job classification, salary, 

education, or age. Vulnerability often plays a 

part in the selection process: A woman who can 
least afford to resist because of her youth and 

inexperience; a single parent with dependent 

children whose needs she keenly feels the 
responsibility of meeting; a single woman who 
has no other source of support but herself. In 
short, the woman who most needs to work, 

The harasser most often uses his position of 

power to intimidate and coerce. He covertly and 
overtly presses unwanted sexual advances. He 
may use his power to hire, fire, and promote as 

a threat to get an employee to respond to his 
demands. If he is in academics, he may use his 
position of power to interfere with a sexually 

uncooperative female student or colleague and 
her educational or professional progress. 

A man who harasses often demonstrates strong 

“macho” characteristics; he may take perverse 
pleasure in hiring a competent woman or working 
with a competent student and then “breaking 
her." Because he may have extremely strong pow- 

er needs, bright, capable women may threaten 
him. He may be immature and insecure. 

A woman refuses unwanted sexual advances 
always at high risks: loss of a pay raise, a 
scholarship, a grant, a promotion, a grade 
(passing or earned), graduation; constant blocks 
may be placed in her career or educational path; 

criticism and “putdowns" may replace deserved 
recognition and rewards; life may be made so 

impossible that she will quit school or her job 
or she may be fired or flunked out. Because of 
the context of this kind of situation, it may be 

Cont. on p.18 
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Poetry 
coming A part Together 

We exchange in great detail the weather report 
We describe our coming decay and dissolution 
Your sight has considerably worsened in one eye 
Your dentist is into your mouth for five hundred 

Your little finger reacts unfavorably to the cold 

and a close friend only four years older died. 

I allow as how I'm hiding out from my 
gynecologist 

since he removed certain valuable organs 
and my neuritis is still making a grand tour 
of my body. My skin, it seems, 

is deteriorating, my hair congealing, 

and a childhood sweetheart died only last month, 

And yet, we fall upon each other 

in springtime lust just as if we still had 
all our teeth, hair, eyesight, and internal 

organs 
just as if we had been created brand new this 

year 
just as if we ourselves had invented 
the weather, our bodies, and love itself. 

Mary L. Bradford 
Arlington, Virginia 

Harvest 
One tree yields vermilion wafers, 

thee communion, late worship autumn. 

This scarlet flame brands heaven's 
blind eye, 

And sacred abundance shudders to earth— 
a holy fire-fall; 

Nature blazes dying. 

Gail Turley Houston 
Mesa, Arizona 

Engaged jn 
When my knight comes 

(1 laughed to my sisters) 
I shall meet him squarely 
And we shall wrestle out our love match 
My sweaty muscles and defiant breath 
Matched well to his. 

And we'll emerge breathless wet 
Unutterably tired. 
Two wet and weary lovers locked together. 

Only then 
Shall I say his name aloud. 
Long after I have learned to say my own, 
Remembered it at night 
And sung it to him in our battle. 

And long before my knight comes 
Before I feel the steed's steaming 
Breath at my neck 

I shall whisper it in prayer. 

Martha Pierie 
Salt Lake City, Utah 

For a Woman of 
Passion 

Others, made aware of 
your mind's white-fire 
by the phoenix in your 
eyes, fine as clear flame, 

ask me if it is your 
brilliance I admire. 

I say yes. I am impressed 
with an intelligence 
as fine and burning-rare 
as yours; but Woman-Friend 
it is your passion that 
moves my woman's heart. 

Ann Edwards Cannon 
Provo, Utah 

Love as food” 
I knew you weren't good for me. 
You're too sweet and creamy to be good. 
“Him again. . .?” my friends would say, 
seeing us together. 
They thought I wasn't getting a balanced diet. 
My doctor gave me lists of things to do— 
vigorous exercises, 
religious tracts to read, 
cold showers before breakfast. 
Nothing worked, 
I went home hungry and you were there. 
You asked me to marry you, 
I said yes, 

I thought it would take out all the calories. 
Now we eat each other every night. 
We get fatter and fatter. 
We sweat peppermint oil. 
Our skins shine like buttered cheeses. 
We bounce and jiggle down the street. 
Nobody objects. 

Karla Bennion 
Nephi, Utah 

*after reading Erica Jong 

Empty Prawers 
When you left, 

you took everything 
except— 

your name off the mailbox. 
I kept expecting 

you to come back 
like a thief in the night 

for that too. 
When you didn't, 

it gave me hope. 

I poked around in 
drawers and cupboards 

for days 
looking for some evidence 

to prove 
to my paralyzed mind 

that yes, I had .once been 
married to you. 

Nothing. 
Not even a hair 

in the sink. 
Not a sock in the dryer 

or dirty dish 
in the sun-filled kitchen, 

For awhile, 
I thought maybe 

it was all a dream and 
I'd wake up 

but I never did. 
Later, I thought 

perhaps I'd misplaced my mind 
and that just possibly 

you'd never been. 

But when 
I wake in the night 

and lean into 
the curve of your body 

and the sheets are cold, 
like a blow to the chest 

my breath is gone 
and I know you are too. 

La Oren Monaghan-Runyan 
Tigard, Oregon 

Exponent I 

The Other sels 
At night shades fall 

While a woman alone with a man 
Undresses, standing naked 

In the shadows of another self. 

The woman warm and fluid 
Wonders what is breathing 
Beneath the touch of her hands 
And what is moving toward and away. 

She blends her breathing with his 
But her mind keeps a dark repose, 
On waves of feeling they meet 

A moment, then thoughts unfold. 

From the touch of their flesh 
He thinks he knows where she is. 

Anne Best 
Provo, Utah 

Hothouse 
A magazine article states, "It's a 

proven fact that plants are affected 

by the tone of their human 
environment.” 

There was an argument in my house; 
one of those 
obnoxious, loud ones 

that threaten the door jambs at the 
hinges-- 
and the air 

wasn't cooled by it one whit either, 

Instead, it got so hot and heavy 

my favorite plant wilted, 
It took me a long time 
to get the wilt out. 

Patricia Parlogean 

Dearborn, Michigan 

Cowboy Cantabile 
How I long to see my crazy lover 

Ambling on his horse 
He'll leap off on levi'd legs and mosey to me 

While I watch the double orange dashed seams 
Climb tightly up his thighs 

How they rivet me! 

And I will love his bony back and blades 
Beneath the peaking yoke 

of his cowboy plaid 
And press warm against a lean-muscled chest 

Cold-studded with silver snaps. 
And I will love his red-knuckled 

Wrangling hands and marvel 
At the workings of his calloused thumbs. 

And I will come 
To hear the wild discordant strumming 

Of his lusty lovesong 
Twanging in the moonlight, 

Martha Pierie 
Salt Lake City, Utah 

Discipline 

Hold it in, he says. 

Swallow it. 

Look, I say to him. 
Watch me bear it. 
See how well I do it. 

He turns his head slowly 
with his sly sideways smile. 

Do what? he says. 

He catches me as I fall. 
Hold it in, say his eyes, 
Make it small, 

Swallow it. 

Karla Bennion 
Nephi, Utah 
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Cassie Carleen Clayton, pert, blonde, blue- 
eyed Delmar College Leopardette and cake decor- 
ating major, has just returned from the National 
College Horseshoe Championships with a broken 

heart. While cheering the Delmar Leopards to 

victory, Cassie Carleen fell in love with dark, 
handsome Lance D'Angelo, high-point man for 

Delmar's archrival, the Middleburg Armadillos. 
Following a whirlwind courtship carried on 
amidst the clang of horseshoes, Cassie Carleen 
agreed to become Lance's wife--though Lance 
wasn't Mormon. With stars in her twinkly blue 
eyes, Cassie Carleen began planning her six-tier 
wedding cake, only to have Lance disappear sud- 

denly, leaving a note telling Cassie to forget 
him. Cassie Carleen, her life shattered, 
returned to the Leopardettes, not knowing if she 

would ever see her horseshoe prince again. .. . 

Cassie Carleen and her fictional sisters are 
heroines of the latest genre to catch the Mormon 
fancy, the Mormon romantic novel--or Harlequin, 

in the trade market. In recent years Harlequins 
and their siblings have moved from the ignominy 
of Woolworths’ shelves to newfound respect- 

ability in most bookstores. Likewise, what 
started as a quiet trickle several years ago in 
Mormondom has now become a flood as LDS pub- 
lishers rush to market with their latest tales 
of love and marriage. And entry into the market 
by the local publishing heavyweights——Deseret 
Book and Bookcraft--has added prestige to this 
growing marriage-book mill. 

While no doubt written with the best of 
intentions—-to present clean love stories with 
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&mma, Dramatic Biography of Emma Smith, by Keith 

and Ann Terry, Santa Barbara: Butterfly Pub- 
lishing, Inc., 1979, 160 pp. 

With the rash of attention given women in 
recent years, it was inevitable that Mormondom's 
most controversial and least understood woman, 
Emma Smith, would draw her share. At first 
denounced and then forgotten or ignored by the 

_ LDS Church, she has in recent years received 
both compassion and praise for the place she 
filled in the unfolding of the Restoration. 
Long shrouded in myth and misunderstanding, Emma 

has been an enigma to the majority of church 
members. Unfortunately, this latest biography 
does little to lift the veil. 

True, the authors do examine in some detail 
Emma's vascillation towards plural marriage and 
Joseph's participation in the practice. They do 
not avoid the schism that developed between 
church leaders and Emma over property rights 

after Joseph's death. Nor do they skirt her 
personal differences with Brigham Young, all 
major factors in her disaffection with the 
Church in Nauvoo. But overall, the book is 
superficial, the tone often condescending, the 
result another failure to understand a complex, 
fascinating, and ultimately tragic character in 
the Mormon story. 

ADVENTURES 
Mormon appeal—the Mormon Harlequins tend to be 

formulaic, built around characters and situa- 

tions that will pull at Mormon heartstrings. 
These “true-to-life,” boy meets girl, loses her, 
and meets her again stories generally revolve 

around little else. In a typical book an 

attractive, moderately intelligent, spiritual, 
slim female (who invariably color coordinates 
her outfits) or a tall, handsome, more intelli- 
gent male falls in love with someone who is not 

entirely suitable because he or she is (a) a 
non-member, (b) inactive, or (c) hiding a secret 
from the past. Nevertheless, the relationship 

heats up, only to be sidetracked when one party 

wants out. The couple breaks up, each going 
through the motions of living with a heavy 
heart. Eventually they are reunited—often 

through no effort on their part—-and pledge 
their eternal love and devotion. By the time 
the couple is reunited, the person with the 

problem has (a) miraculously joined the Church, 

(b) become active, or (c) resolved the secret 
from his or her past. Typical novels are 
Shirley Sealy's Beyond This Moment and Gary Lee 
Davis's What Now McBride, 

Because these are Mormon romantic novels, 

authors feel compelled not only to tell a love 
story but to preach the “word” as well. Charac— 

ters often expound for paragraphs on any number 

of Mormon beliefs ranging from food storage or 
temple marriage to the role of the priesthood. 
Some books, like Sealy's Only With Love and 

Keith and Ann Terry's To Love Again, are sermons 

with a story thrown in to make the preaching 
more palatable. Fortunately, others, like Jack 
Weyland's Charly and Sam and Anya Bateman's 

Corker, though not without difficulties, at 
least deal with Mormon themes in a less obvious 

way. These books rely on snappy dialogue (which 
occasionally digresses into an annoying barrage 
of one-liners) and cute characters to tell the 
story and subtly preach the word. 

Characters too often are two-dimensional, and 
character “types” seem to transfer their member- 
ships, change their names, and reappear in novel 

after novel, Jane, the Mormon female lead in 
Beyond This Moment, 1s typical of the heroine-- 

so full of goodness that she is boring. She 
plays opposite the arrogant demanding male, 

Kelly, who constantly insults her by saying 
things like, “You're a woman, and women never 

think." People who have suffered some setback 
in life, such as Joan, the divorcee in To Love 

Termed “a dramatic biography,” the book also 
purports to be “historically accurate." The 
authors have difficulty with both. Assuming the 
omniscience of the novelist, they describe emo- 

tions and thoughts, facial and bodily movements, 
and even tone of voice. On different occasions 
Emma's “eyes flash," her “body stiffens,” the 
lines of her mouth become “straight and firm,” 
she “straightens her shoulders,” or “speaks with 

firmness.” Such literary devices undermine the 
book's historicity. Morevoer, if the ubiquitous 
“must haves” were removed, as Mark Twain sug- 
gested be done with the “and it came to passes” 
in the Book of Mormon, reducing that volume by a 
third, he claimed, this already slim book would 

be likewise diminished. At first merely annoy- 
ing, the phrase soon comes to signal the imposi- 
tion of the authors’ own assumptions, in the 
absence of documented evidence, of Emma's reac- 
tion to almost everything that transpires. 

The embellishment of historical facts with 
literary imagination serves the purposes of 
neither history nor literature. The quaint pic- 
ture of the organization of the Relief Society 
drawn by the Terrys describes eighteen women 
(there were actually twenty), “seated in a semi- 
circle," each wearing a “bonnet fashionable for 

that era,” and all sitting “very properly in 

full dresses that rustled against the oak floor” 

(p. 58). Of far more significance to Emma's 
story than what they wore (never documented, as 
far as I know) is who they were, why they were 
selected to be the founding women, and what 
their relationship to Emma was (more than a 
third became or were invited to become Joseph's 
plural wives; more than half lived with the 

Smiths or in close proximity). Historical 
accuracy requires more than exactness; it also 
asks completeness. 

One of the keys to knowing Emma is to under- 
stand the impact of plural marriage on her life. 
Resolutely steadfast to the Church and to her 
husband through fifteen years of relentless per- 
secution, personal anguish, and physical depri- 
vation, Emma found polygamy a sacrifice she 
could not make. Her antipathy not only affected 
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Again, are viewed as “damaged goods.” She is 
told by a gossiping, nosy Mormon neighbor 

(another type) that the man she is dating—a 
bishopric member--will never marry a divorced 
woman, Other types are the devoted wife/mother 
of six who is entirely selfless; the young 

Mormon girl who is pro-career and therefore 
anti-family; the sanctimonious returned mission- 
ary shopping for a bride; or the overweight, 

semi-active buffoon who is cast as court jester. 

Non-Mormon or “problem” characters are often 
more interesting, simply because they are 

allowed to behave more naturally and aren't 
expected to pepper their conversations with 
doctrine. 

Multiple roles for characters are rarely 

explored. Corker in Corker abandons a promising 
career after finding her true Love and is 
expected to get on with the bread making. Male 
characters are just as limited. They are so 

busy being male and forceful and decisive that 
they have few opportunities to show tenderness 
or vulnerability. John, the “giant” in Bethany 
Chaffin's Legacy of a Long and Gentle Season, is 

typecast by his size into a woodsman who pursues 
manly activities. 

Worse yet, lead characters are only able to 
communicate on an immature level. When they 

aren't pouting or purposely misunderstanding 
each other, they aren't speaking at all. Little 
real discussion of goals, needs, or frustrations 
occurs; instead, readers are led to believe that 

in the ideal Mormon courtship, a couple learns 
about each other and their relationship through 
osmosis, 

Perhaps the popularity of these novels will 

convince publishers that there is a market for 

Mormon fiction. In fact, some romantic novels 
go beyond the Harlequin formula and combine a 
love story with mystery or intrigue. Though 
these novels, like Dorothy Keddington's Jayhawk 
and Gerald Lund's One in Thine Hand, have their 
flaws, they show promise and may encourage 
better written fiction that deals thoughtfully 
with Mormon themes. If not, then at least 

Mormon romance devotees can probably look 
forward to more romantic novels as well as 
romantic magazines, Shirley Sealy fan clubs, 
loveboat-type cruises, and other similar 
ventures to milk the Mormon market. 

Pat Jarvis 
Salt Lake City, Utah 

her relationship with Joseph, but significantly 
influenced church affairs during the crucial 

two-year period in Nauvoo before the Prophet's 

death, a time period hardly explored by the 

authors. Instead, they offer only another “must 
have" to explain the wrenching dilemma she 
struggled to resolve: “Emma must have felt that 
her position as honored wife and mother, even as 
the Elect Lady, was threatened.” Or, they 

suggest, “That Emma may have been deeply hurt, 
that she felt betrayed, passed over and not 
[sic] longer desired, are all highly possible” 
(pp. 70, 71). Then, undoubtedly to provide 
dramatic import to Emma's struggle, the authors, 

in what seems to me to be a blatant example of 
strained and inappropriate analogy, equate her 
turmoil with Mary's wonder at the angel's 
announcement that she was to be the mother of 
the Savior (p. 78). 

The authors' admission that this book is not 
to be considered “definitive” is surely an 
understatement, Blaming a "lack of materials,” 

they must assume responsibility themselves for 

failing to utilize all of the available infor- 
mation on Emma, an estimated two-thirds of which 
rests in repositories outside the LDS archives, 

all open to researchers. Nor did they avail 
themselves of current research, much of it pub- 
lished, by Linda King Newell and Valeen Tippets 
Avery and others, which could have enhanced this 
small effort. 

When authors announce at the outset that 
their work is not complete, when they apparently 
make no attempt to explore all of the relevant 
and available material, and when the completed 
volume is padded with empty and half-filled 
pages, one wonders about the motive behind the 

effort. There can be no “historical accuracy” 
without examining all of the available informa- 

tion; there can be no “drama” without probing 
deep into the motivations and circumstances of 
the protagonists. Neither history nor drama, 

Emma is just another sentimental account of a 
woman who deserves far more. 

Carol Cornwall Madsen 
Salt Lake City, Utah 
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"| “EACHING YOUNG VVOMEN 

I just spent a week at Young Women's camp. 

Despite the rain, the hikes (to the restroom), 
and the not-as-hot-as-we'd-like showers late at 
night, I loved it. I love the girls. They're 
so full of life and dreams and hopes. They're 

also full of thoughts of and longings for ro- 
mance and sex. For those girls I'd like to take 
up the gauntlet often thrown down by leaders: 

“How do we teach our young women about sex in a 

positive way and still convey the dangers?" 

At camp we teach the girls through the Camp- 
crafter Certification Program. As part of the 
first year requirements, each girl must prepare 

a safe place to build a fire. The second year 

she must know the fire safety regulations and 
observe them. We teach the girls how to use 

fires for cooking, for heat, and for light. No 

one argues that fire is not good; its uses are 

obvious and essential. Nevertheless, we always 

emphasize that fire must be respected. It must 

be used at the proper time and place, never left 

unattended, and extinguished properly. Fire can 

be either good or bad. It is a form of power, 

and like all power how it is used determines its 
effect. For fire to serve purposes that are 

good, it must be respected, understood, and 
governed wisely. 

Sex, like fire, is also a form of power, and 

has within it the potential for both good and 
evil. The effect that sex has is determined by 
those who use it and whether or not they 

respect, understand, and govern its use upon 
principles of righteousness. 

If I were teaching a Standards Night or a 
lesson on sex to a group of young women, I would 

begin by building a fire on the carpet. Just 
before lighting the fire, I would call upon the 
girls to comment on the wisdom of my actions. I 
assume (and hope!) that they would protest, and 
I would subsequently question, “Is fire bad? 

What's wrong with lighting a fire here?” Then I 

would channel the ensuing discussion about the 

proper time and place to build a fire into a 
discussion about sex, 

I like this analogy because it is about the 
mature of sex itself. Sex, like fire, gives 

light and adds warmth to a relationship. But it 
can burn an unsuspecting daughter or son who 
does not understand its power or the principles 

of righteousness upon which it must be governed. 

The analogy can be expanded in many different 
ways. It is foolish to light a fire near dry 

grass or to squirt lighter fluid on it before 
striking a match because the fire may spread 
beyond control. This can be likened to casual 
sexual experimentation that takes place between 
young men and women who never intend to get 

carried away by passions that are stronger than 

they realize. It is also analogous to immodest 
dress that may make young men and women feel 

grown-up and sexy, but unaware of the message 
they're conveying. My favorite line on the sub- 
ject of immodest dress is from the head mistress 
of the boarding school on the television series 
The Facts of Life. She cautions one of the 
girls, “If you're not selling--don't advertise.” 

Positive analogies can also be drawn. 
Beautiful fireworks are set off by a controlled, 

well-handled flame, and a well-tended campfire 

offers great warmth and comfort when the night 
is cold. Many lessons can be taught by varying 

the analogy according to the needs of the speci- 

fic group of girls. 

In my own struggle to understand the power of 
sex, I have sometimes wondered why the sin of 

adultery ranks next to murder. Not fully under- 

standing, I can only assume that sex must be one 

of the greatest powers of Heaven, an essential 

element in the plan of salvation. 

Perhaps the reason lies within the nature of 
sex, not only as the power of procreation, but 

also as the power to bind together. Ancient 

scholars thought of Eros as the power that 
attracts and creates the desire for a “‘union' 
which is the occasion for human tenderness.” 
This union, when built upon love and commitment, 
creates bonds in a marriage by establishing a 

oneness of flesh and spirit. “Therefore shall a 

man leave his Father and his Mother, and shall 

cleave unto his wife: and they shall be one 
flesh" [Genesis 2:24]. 

Unfortunately, such a union cannot automati- 
cally be achieved through sexual intercourse. 
For sexual intercourse to be an expression of 

tenderness in which two are united as one, both 

love and commitment must be present. President 

Kimball makes it very clear in Faith Precedes 

the Miracle that lust, not love, is often the 

motive that leads to immorality. 

Without love and commitment, sexual inter- 

course takes on an evil nature because, as Rollo 

May explained in Love and will, “without 
tenderness, sex breeds alienation, isolation, 

and despair.” Lust renders a person "a thing to 
be used, a thing to be exploited, and makes him 

or her exchangable, exploitable, expendable” 

(President Kimball). This dehumanizing effect 
is the greatest danger of sexual intercourse to 

the young, far more damaging than venereal 
disease. Immature, uncommitted sexual 

experiences can create a pattern in one's life 

of isolation, pseudo-intimacy, and superficial 

relationships in which sex becomes the 
replacement for love and is always empty. 

In teaching our youth it is important for us 
to understand and explain why maturity is neces- 

sary before they are ready to make the commit- 
ments that are essential to a marriage. 

According to Erik Erikson, adolescence is the 

time to discover one's self and to establish a 
unified self-identity, He recognized that “the 
growth spurt and the appearance of primary and 

secondary sexual characteristics may necessitate 

a substantial revision in a child's self- 
concept; rapid physical change prompts self- 
examination, [and] awareness of appearance leads 
to great concern about how others react... .” 

Few youths can ignore the physical changes that 

are taking place within their bodies. They 
must, therefore, become reacquainted with them— 

selves and learn to feel comfortable with those 
changes. Peers become very important as those 
through whose eyes adolescents see themselves 
reflected. By interacting with others, adoles- 

cents are provided an opportunity to talk about 
their values and to express their feelings and 
concerns. 

Early dating may preclude the development of 

friendships with others of the same sex while 

encouraging superficial boy-girl relationships. 

However, when the time is right, dating provides 
a gradual introduction to male-female relation- 
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ships, is a vehicle for further defining one's 

identity, and provides important training in 
social interaction. 

Once the conflicts of adolescence are 
resolved and young people feel comfortable with 
who they are and confident of their importance 
as individuals, they are, as Erikson says, ready 

for intimacy and the commitments that come with 
marriage, They must, however, understand them- 

selves enough to commit fully to the kind of 

love President Kimball describes as “inclusive 
and comprehensive." "A forgetting of self and a 

constant concern for the other” sets the stage 

for the sexual union that binds two together as 
one flesh. But before a personal “unity” is 
achieved, the adolescent is surely not ready to 
establish unity with another, 

Perhaps if the girls--and boys, too—better 
understood the purpose of the adolescent stage, 
they might be more patient and willing to enjoy 
the pleasure of friendship and casual dating 

rather than rushing ahead to experience pleas- 
ures that require commitments greater than they 
are ready to assume. I would explain it some- 

thing like this: Girls, your bodies are chang- 
ing. Those changes (or lack of them) are very 

much on your mind. Changes take time, and it is 

Heavenly Father's plan that you prepare yourself 

gradually to assume the responsibilities that 

will come with adulthood. Your task now is to 
become acquainted with your new self. By 

associating with others of your own age you can 

compare your ideas, plans, and dreams with 

theirs. By meditating you can discover many 

things about yourself. At the proper time dat- 

ing can also be a tool whereby you may learn to 
feel comfortable with young men. 

Holding hands with a special young man may 

awaken within you feelings you have never felt 

before. These feelings are warm, exciting, and 

good. They are the awakening of your sexuality, 

an important part of your womanhood with which 

you need to be comfortable. It is your respon- 

sibility to control these passions and desires 

so that you may enjoy them within the bounds the 

Lord has set. Remember--your life now will help 

you to become comfortable with yourself and to 

gain pride in the woman you are becoming; then, 

as you mature, you'll be ready to make the com 

mitments of marriage and to enjoy the expression 

of a special kind of love reserved for husband 

and wife alone. In this setting sex can be good 

and beautiful and a righteous power that will 

bind you and your husband together as love 

grows. Sex without love and commitment is a 

counterfeit, sparkling like fool's gold that 

when put to the test of time will be found 

worthless. 

Within our young women are the feelings of 
exhilarating warmth that come with sexual 
awakening. To call what they are feeling evil 
is doing a great disservice, yet they must be 

warned of the dangers of pre-mature sexual 

experimentation. Perhaps by alerting them to 

the great power of sex while teaching them the 
principles of righteousness upon which it should 
be governed, we can help our young women cherish 
their sexuality while saving it for marriage. 

Ann Rytting 

Columbus, Indiana 
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M&RMON SEXUALIT 
A CLINICAL VIEWPOINT 

Sandra A. is not an unusual 29-year-old 
Mormon woman. The mother of five young chil- 
dren, she contacts a medical clinic because of 

increasingly frequent headaches and persistent 
fatigue. At the appointment, she talks quietly, 

seems subdued, often looks at her hands, and 
makes eye contact infrequently. The clinician, 
skilled in eliciting information beyond physical 
symptoms, suspects that the underlying problem 

is not primarily physical. 

After physical illness is ruled out by a 
thorough examination and laboratory tests, 
Sandra finally reveals that, aside from her five 
children (ages one to eight), who provide the 
meaning and purpose in her life, she often feels 
as if she is in a “trough,” out of touch with 
the rest of the world. She feels unable to com- 
pete with her husband's work for his attention 
and thinks she is no longer attractive to him. 
She shyly reports that she and her husband are 

_ sexually active four to five times a month, 
While each time he seems satisfied, she is not. 

In Sandra's attempts to describe her sexual 

relationship, it becomes evident to the clini- 
cian that she has a limited knowledge regarding 
her own body and its sexual function. As she 
continues to talk, it becomes increasingly clear 
that many of Sandra's frustrations result from a 
misunderstanding of her role in a seemingly 

rigid socio-religious system. 

Sandra has always been an active member of 
the LDS Church and has accepted a variety of 

church responsibilities. She also supports her 
husband in his church work. She considers her 
role as a wife and a mother as her “most impor- 
tant calling.” Thus, her sense of dissatisfac— 
tion and emotional turmoil are intensified as 
she wishes for a more satisfying and reciprocal 
sexual relationship. Sandra speaks hesitantly 

of her own passions and fears, possibly because 

of the ingrained restraints and the guilt 
associated with them that she grew up with. 

Sandra is an all too routine example of what 
health care practitioners see daily in medical 
clinics, therapy offices, and physicians’ 
offices. The first aim of this article is to 
briefly explore sexuality in women like Sandra 
whose beliefs and values are based on, or 
colored by, their religious convictions; the 

second is to present some of the approaches used 
by health care providers in counseling such 
individuals. 

It is an over-simplification to assume that 

all women who seek medical attention for symp- 

toms similar to Sandra's will be diagnosed as 
having emotionally-based problems. Many very 
serious physical illnesses can have the same 

early characteristics. Depression can often 

masquerade as illness and sometimes cause physi- 

cal symptoms. Therefore, it is very important 

for both health care practitioners and their 
clients to consider all symptoms seriously and 

to explore them completely, regardless of the 

cause, remembering that physical and emotional 

distress can be equally disabling. Emotionally- 
based distress revealed by physical symptoms is 

often at an unconscious level where the real 
problems are being suppressed or denied in an 
attempt to lower the emotional pain. 

In a culture such as that of the Latter-day 

Saints, where high value is placed on self- 
reliance and consultation with church leaders in 
matters of personal concern, seeking outside 

help ts often viewed unfavorably unless it con- 

cerns a physical problem. As a result, physical 
Symptoms may often develop simply to justify a 
valid reason for requesting that help. 

The LDS culture sees chastity, purity and 
fidelity as absolute mandates. The subject of 

sexuality is not often a topic open for 
doctrinal discussion. In general, sexuality is 
not addressed at all except in terms of complete 

restraint outside of marriage and as a duty or 
desire within the marriage. The assumption is 
made that members of the Church “naturally” know 
whatever they need to know about sexuality and 
are entitled to experience that part of 
themselves as soon as they are married. Beyond 

that, one's “sexual relationship” is rarely, if 
ever, mentioned, 

Perhaps due to this “hands off" attitude, 

many LDS women hesitate to seek counseling, 

either inside or outside the Church, regarding 
sexual matters, They fear that they will be 

reproached for their questions and feelings. 
While they often approach family physicians, 
nurse practitioners, and counselors for other 

concerns such as physical symptoms, difficulty 
with a child in school, or pregnancy, the con- 

cerns or frustrations of one's sexual relation- 
ship are seldom directly addressed. 

When women eventually reveal a concern about 
their sexuality, they often begin with state- 
ments like: 

"I've never known how to talk about it.” 

"I was told by my mother that it was 
something to be endured.” 

“I'm not enjoying sexual relations with my 
husband, but he's satisfied. He doesn't know I 
don't like it, Is there something wrong with 
me?" 

"I really like sex, more than I should I 

guess, but my husband doesn't. I feel guilty 
about it." 

“I just begin to feel some enjoyment when he 
is all finished.” 

“I had a lot more fun kissing and hugging 
before we got married than I have now.” 

“Every time we have sex I'm afraid I'll get 
pregnant, so I'd rather not.” 

Health care practitioners would be considered 
lax if they did not explore all possible health 
problems that may thwart sexual awareness and 
enjoyment. Generally, if the distress is caused 
by physical symptoms, it can be relieved by 
proper care and treatment, For instance, the 

woman suffering from anemia may not have the 
energy to even listen to her husband at the end 
of the day, let alone share or enjoy intimacy. 

Proper care could relieve or eliminate her 
anemia and thereby enhance her sexual relation- 
ship. Often intercourse can increase the dis- 
comfort of varicose veins, a chronic back prob- 

lem, or a “tipped uterus.” By altering the 
couple's position in intercourse, such discom— 

fort may be decreased and enjoyment enhanced. 
Women approaching menopause experience dry, 

painful intercourse due to a decrease in the 
reproductive hormones that influence vaginal 

lubrication. Knowing this, the couple can be 
instructed to take simple measures to increase 

lubrication, therefore enhancing enjoyment. 
Similarly, medical intervention can reverse 
health problems such as vaginal or urinary tract 

infections or an incompletely perforated hymen-- 
all situations that can make relations painful 

and joyless. 

Certain medications can also interfere with 
sexual enjoyment, arousal, and responsiveness. 

Valium--a drug commonly used for anxiety, 
nervousness, and muscle relaxation--may decrease 
one's sensitivity to his or her own feelings and 

those of his or her partner. The loss of physi- 
cal and emotional awareness can make sexual 
intimacy unrewarding. Some drugs for high blood 

pressure can also alter the sexual response, as 

will a variety of other medications, Patients 
should be made aware of the implications and 
side effects of all drugs they are taking. 

In treating LDS women, the difficulties 
shared by Sandra and hundreds of women like her 

must be approached individually and with a 
special sensitivity toward their values and 
beliefs. However, since sexual issues are fre- 

quently also relationship issues, the couple 
should be counseled rather than just the indivi- 

dual. Some problems can be addressed quickly 
and easily, while other more serious dysfuoc- 
tions require more specialized help. Areas that 
must be addressed are: 

1. Communication between partners is essen- 

tial, Church members receive counsel frequently 
about “being close, intimate friends.” 
Unfortunately, this is too often forgotten or 

disregarded. Many individuals see sexual 
dissatisfaction as resulting from their own 

inadequacy or failure. Unresponsiveness can 
also be seen as rejection or punishment. 
Unfortunately, problems in other areas of a 

couple's life are often funneled into their 

sexual relationship, and it is the sexual 
relationship that becomes a battlefield for 
unrelated problems. The ability to share 
concerns, fears, and needs will assist a loving 
couple in reaching a much deeper intimacy. The 
sexual union of a couple is a symbolic bonding 
of personal oneness. The satisfaction and 
enjoyment derived from that union adds to the 

commitment, security, and trust in the marriage. 

2. One must assume the responsibility for 
the determination of one's sexual expression. 
This decision will require a couple's mutual 
respect and sensitivity. According to LDS 

church doctrine, both intelligence and free 
agency are gifts to enable self-determination, 
singly and in partnership with one's mate. 
Mutually satisfying sexual relations within such 

a partnership will require honesty, openness, 
and a willingness to share one another's desires 

and needs. 

3. Educating the individual in sexual termi- 
nology and physiological function will help to 
dispel myths and to correct sexual dysfunction, 
thereby enabling a woman to “let go” or decrease 
the amount of “control” she may feel she must : 
exert over the sexual situation. When a woman 
feels she must “be careful,” she is not as free 

to enjoy the relationship. Also, a clear under- 

standing of body anatomy, sexuality, and the 
meaning of their own relationship will enable a 

couple to teach their children about their own 
sexuality more easily and without the myths and 
misconceptions they were plagued by as adults. 

4, Healthy body function is essential for 
satisfying sexual relations. In cases where 
sexual dysfunctions occur (such as vaginal 

spasms in women or premature ejaculation in 
men), specific corrective measures may be taught 
to help the couple to “relearn” more satisfying 
approaches. An example of this is “sensate 

focus," which refers to the couple's spending 
time responding to one another through non- 
sexual touching, hugging, kissing, holding, 

caressing without the expectation of inter- 
course, This allows the couple to explore and 
experiment with one another in an intimate way 

as they share how they feel, what they like, and 

what the relationship means to them. In time, 

and by extending the experience, the couple 

learns to meet one another's needs and desires 
in such a way that both feel respected, loved, 

and desired. 

Couples should have the potential to feel 
comfort and satisfaction in a relationship. 
However, due to an unsatisfactory sex life, they 
often may lose their sense of desirability and 

self-worth. This problem can permeate all 
aspects of a couple's life. As long as the 
sexual relationship is not open for discussion, 

it may be pushed underground to re-emerge as the 
source of serious physical symptoms. 

Clearly, not all LDS women seeking health 

care are in need of or want counsel regarding 
their intimate lives. However, when such prob- 
lems do arise, a health care provider can assist 

the individual to explore all facets of her life 
(including her religious beliefs) that may 
influence her attitudes towards sex. Such ex- 

ploration may encourage more satisfactory sexual 
intimacy, engendering a far deeper emotional 
bond between a woman and man and allowing them 

to strengthen their commitments in all areas of 
the life they share. 

Leslie Feinauer, RN, PhD 
Marriage and Family Therapist 

Celia H. Woodcock, RN, MS 
Family Nurse Practitioner 

Suzie Tarmina, RN, MS 
Family Nurse Practitioner 
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sychological research suggests that we 

tend to deny potentially frightening or 

emotionally-laden information. The fact 

that incest falls into this category has two 
unfortunate consequences: Those who have been 

victims of incestuous experiences—a much larger 
number than most people suppose-~find themselves 
alone, often unable to figure out what happened 

to them, and those who have had no experience 

with incest remain in the dark about its effects 
and are therefore unable to prevent, detect, or 
treat it. 

A strict definition of incest is one in which 
genital intercourse has taken place. However, 

since trauma results from many forms of sexual 
contact, a definition that includes the fondling 
of genitals, oral-genital contact, masturbation, 

genital exposure, and general seductiveness is 

more inclusive. Seductive behavior alone is 
tremendously confusing to a child who does not 
understand its meaning. Possible relationships 

could include father/daughter, mother/son, 
sister/brother, and other combinations with 
grandparents, aunts, uncles, nephews, nieces, 

step-brothers and -sisters, step-father and 

~mother. 

With rare exceptions, incest ranks as the 
number one taboo in society. We are probably 

most insensed by it because of the image of 
violated innocence. As Benjamin DeMott stated 
in Psychology Today: 

To be loved for oneself, for what one is 
rather than for what one can give or become, 
is for a child as urgent a longing as that 
for physical nourishment. But few children 
can know from infancy the difference between 

being loved for oneself and being used. 

Incest occurs in a cross section of racial, 

religious, socio-economic and occupational back- 
grounds. The onset of the actual incest usually 

occurs during or after a stressful family event 
--injuries, economic problems, illness—though 
it must be emphasized that the circumstances and 

predisposition for incest have been brewing 
within the family unit for a long time. Many 
people are subjected to the same circumstances, 
yet they do not choose--or yield--to this alter- 

mative for sexual outlet. They may have extra- 
marital affairs, drink, become severe discipli- 

marians, or find another job, seek help, etc. 

The difference between them and incest offenders 
is that the latter seem unable to act out or 
help themselves in these ways. In fact, there 
is some evidence that in families where extra- 
marital sex, drinking, and open expression of 
anger are forbidden by moral/ethical/religious 
codes, incest offenders “act in" on the family. 

They view incest as preferable to adultery. 

This is a difficult phenomenon to explain and 
requires a great deal of rationalization on the 
part of the offender. For example, if a father 

perceives his wife as sexually inaccessible, has 

little impulse control when under stress, and 
believes strongly that sexual intercourse is 

forbidden outside of the family, he might look 
to fulfill his sexual fantasies with an avail- 
able daughter. 

In the March 1981 Harvard Medical School 
Health Letter, psychiatrist Judith Herman 

remarked that sexual abuse of children "is a 
major mental health problem. . .Between a fourth 
and a third of all girls are sexually approached 

by an adult male. . .ten percent have a sexual 
encounter with a relative. . .at least one per- 

cent become involved in father/daughter incest." 

Reported or “detected” cases of incest are 
generally agreed to be far fewer than the actual 

number of cases that occur each year. The inci- 

dence of incest from the most to the least fre- 

quent is (step)father/(step)daughter, brother/ 
sister, other combinations, and mother/son. 

Research regarding the last category is particu- 

larly scarce although much of available data 
Suggests that one of the persons in this inces- 

tuous dyad is psychotic. Nevertheless, we must 

not discount the possibility of non-sexual, yet 
seductive behavior that goes on between mothers 
and sons. However, the remainder of this 

article will concentrate on father/daughter 
incest. 

It would be too easy and also inaccurate to 

relegate incestuous fathers into diagnostic 
categories of mentally retarded, psychotic, or 

pedophilics. This simply is not the case. More 
than likely, the father has personality charac— 

teristics that allow him to selectively lower 

his inhibitions by using alcohol, drugs, or 
other excuses, Incestuous families also appear 

to be enmeshed or “ingrown.” That is, there is 

a strong ethic to meet all needs within the 
family--be they social, emotional, or sexual. 

The father often appears to be shy, perhaps 

reclusive, unwilling to make significant social 
ties outside the family. This trait, coupled 
with low impulse control, combines to create the 

picture of a man who may “act in" on his own 
family members when his wife becomes sexually 
inaccessible. 

As Meiselman states, “No single personality 
disturbance or pattern of family dynamics is the 

cause of father/daughter incest, but some com- 

monalities have emerged” (140). Certain vari- 

ables have been proven to be correlated: 

extreme levels of poverty in youth, emotional 

deprivation in father's family of origin, 
ambivalence towards his own father. 

Many mental health professionals believe that 
the mother in a father/daughter incest situation 
is aware of it at some level and tolerates the 
sexual activity going on under her roof. As in 

the case of the father, the mother has often 

come from an emotionally deprived family of ori- 

gin. She may not intervene simply because she 

is absent or is ill. Several studies suggest 
that one of the personality characteristics of 

the mother is passivity—-at least in comparison 

to a strict, domineering father. As Dr. Herman 
states 

Father/daughter incest appears to be 

especially common in families with an extreme 
imbalance of power between the parents; the 

fathers are unusually domineering and the 
mothers unusually passive or submissive 

+ » «This behavior is not as a rule apparent 

to outsiders, for in the presence of superior 

authority, the fathers become ingratiating 

and even meek, (The Harvard Medical School 
Letter, p. 3.) 

Dr. Herman continues by describing the mothers 
as suffering from undiagnosed depression, major 

medical illnesses, repeated pregnancies. “Often 
» » «traditional 'mothering' responsibilities, 
such as housework and child care, are shifted to 

the oldest daughter,” and the daughter becomes a 

Little Mother. She is also obedient, not wish- 

ing to oppose her father's will. If we elimi- 
nate the “one time only" encounters, the incest 

relationships that continue generally last an 

average of 3 1/2 years. Older girls (17 to 18) 
are less likely to say yes because they see an 

escape: moving out. It is the younger girls 

(12-15) who do not perceive this as an option. 
They are the most trapped. 

Sexual overtures (petting) may lead to inter- 
course, which is usually accompanied by threats 

rather than physical force. One of the most 

frightening aspects the daughter experiences 

involves her own sexual arousal. Physiologi- 
cally capable of arousal, she may feel responsi- 

ble, guilty, or dirty if she feels that arousal 
with her father during these times of sexual 

contact. 

The lack of force in the father/daughter 
incest should not lead to the conclusion that 
the daughter is actually cooperating. . .on 
the contrary, [she] is generally passive 

because of her perception of the father's 
authority. . ." (Meiselman, p. 149). 

(It would be foolish to deny that some 
daughters are in part actually seductive and 
willing sex partners later. However, these 

“little Lolitas" account for a very small 
percentage of father/daughter incest cases.) 
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The most common inducement a father uses with 
his daughter is "You should learn sex from your 
father so you'll know how to do it™ or “It's 

your obligation to me.” Sometimes a threat 
involves, “I'll do it to your younger sisters if 
you don't cooperate” or even “I'll tell your 
mother.” 

Afterwards the father usually reacts with a 
sense of guilt, awareness that he has broken a 
strong taboo, and resorts to rationalizing. He 

has to deal with eventual loss of the daughter, 

the chance of criminal action being brought, his 

wife leaving him if she finds out, or general 
disruption of the family. The daughter also 
feels guilty. Her passive resistance contrib- 
utes to her fear that if only she'd been more 
actively resistant, this "bad" thing wouldn't 
have happened. If sexual pleasure is experi- 
enced by the daughter, she feels all the more 
confused and guilty, 

The relationship may end abruptly if the 
daughter leaves home to go away to school, but 
more often it lingers intermittently until she 
finally tells someone or the father stops or 
turns his attention to another daughter. More 
than likely, the daughter leaves home and the 

father starts burying his feelings from then on. 
“Business goes on as usual” with an undercurrent 
of attenuated intimacy and family loyalty. 

It is probably most accurate to state that 
men and women whose backgrounds involve incest 
either as offender or offended struggle a long 
time with mild to moderate levels of psycho- 
logical disturbance that often presents itself 
in symptoms of depression, reluctance to form 
intimate relationships, and sexual problems 
(ranging from promiscuity to orgasmic 
dysfunction.) Incest is generally a negative 

life event that requires adjustment. The time 
and intensity of the adjustmeuc depends on the 
personality makeup and the extent of the 

incestuous relationship. 

It is important to educate the public about 
incest in an informative way rather than one 
that subliminally disgusts, horrifies, or even 
sexually excites the audience. One such excel- 
lent approach was "The Last Taboo,” a documen- 
tary by Duane Cardall of KSL TV in Salt Lake 
City, Utah. It was an admirable presentation of 
interviews with incest offenders and incest 
victims, interspersed with narrative regarding 
research and society's current understanding of 
the problem. Unfortunately, a number of mass 

media presentations have reached the viewing 
audience in the past few years that include 
questionable appropriateness: Bertolucci's 

Luna, which played in movie houses all over the 
country several years ago, featured a thinly 
veiled mother/son seduction and incestuous 
relationship. Phil Donahue had as a guest 
Katherine Brady, the author of Father's Days, 

who claims the incestuous relationship she had 
had with her father was positive. Fortunately, 
a number of enlightening and sensitive books and 
articles have been published recently that 

represent appropriate educational information 
about incest, 

With that in mind, here are some guidelines 
for incest awarenes: Learn about it through a 
recommended book or appropriate documentaries, 
If you suspect someone close to you is involved 

—either as the offender or the victim—get 

help. Do not discount any signs or outright 
admissions by the person by turning away. They 
feel shamed enough without your disbelief. 
Research indicates that even the most histrionic 
accounts are more often true than not. 

If incest is part of the fabric of your own 
childhood or adolescence and you do not feel 
resolved about it, get help. Shop around for a 
good therapist, or find out from your local 

community mental health center or university 
counseling center, women's clinic, etc., who 
would be the most helpful. 

Recommendations. 

Jossey-Bass Publishers, 1978. 

18 

A final note: Incest is similar to all 
societal ills—-it is part of a vast network of 

injustices and inadequacies we all possess or 
contribute to. If, for example, a generation of 

mothers subconsciously castrate or emotionally 
seduce their sons because they themselves 
believe they are mistreated by their husbands, 

and those sons grow up unaware of what a healthy 
home life and sex life looks like, that perhaps, 
is where the story starts. It is the proverbial 
chicken or the egg story. It doesn't matter who 
starts what. To become less horrified and more 
helpful will be the first step to acknowledging 
we do indeed have a problem in our midst which, 

if not checked, will in the end make victims of 
us all, 

Sally Barlow 
Provo, Utah 
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Sexual Harassment 

difficult, or impossible, to get references for 
a new job or for admittance into a different 
school or program. She may be given derogatory 

labels and be the subject of gossip or rumors 
Started by the rejected man. 

There are documented cases of bosses, admini- 

Strators, and professors so vindictive that they 
actually warned the women who rejected their 
advances that they “would do everything within 
their power to see to it that they never got 
another job again,” or that their “educational 
Pursuits would be permanently damaged.” 

The pressure put on women by these confronta- 
tions takes its toll physically and psycho- 
logically, in ways similar to other intensely 
stressful situations. Self-esteem and confi- 
dence are eroded; motivation is diminished. 
Symptoms may range from headaches, nausea, 
inability to sleep, nightmares, sweating, suici- 
dal thoughts or attempts, to not showing up for 
work or classes, not meeting deadlines for work 
assignments or school projects, becoming dys- 
functional when high productivity is needed, 
avoiding or having only minimal contact with 
anyone holding power over them, “inexplainable” 
weeping, or getting “the shakes,” 

Women haven't discussed their experiences 
because they continue to fear they will not be 
believed. This fear is not unlike that of the 
Tape survivor who feels guilt for what has 
happened (which, in fact, has nothing to do with 
her as an individual, as a woman). Contrary to 
the myth, women do not enjoy, seek, or wish to 
be raped or sexually harassed. 

A woman might not complain for a variety of 
reasons. (1) There is no one in charge she 
feels that she can go to; (2) there is no appro-~ 
priate grievance procedure; (3) there is no 
existing policy against sexual harassment; (4) 

Continued 

she has no knowledge of how to proceed or how to 
document what is happening; (5) she, in many 
cases, has not been advised of the new guide- 
lines regarding sexual harassment in Title VII 
of the 1964 Civil Rights Act or of how Title IX 
of the Education Act may apply; (6) she may not 
be aware of state fair employment practice laws 
that might cover her situation, 

It would be naive to believe that Mormon men 
do not sexually harass Mormon women. The prob- 
lem seems to be that deviations from our pro- 

fessed standards are not openly discussed. 
The victims, in effect, are isolated. 
Isolation allows the abuse to continue, 
which can be incredibly damaging. For 
one thing, the abuse can continue for years 
without intervention and/or detection. Men 
often carry the attitude that their interactions 
with women are “nobody else's business” whether 
in the home, the office, or an educational 
institution, that they have some kind of a 
divine right to dominate women in whatever way 
they choose. It isn't only that other men may 
not intervene, but women also tend to deny to 
themselves and others evidence that anything is 
taking place. 

Those in positions of authority are either 
untrained in and/or ignorant of the signs of 
harassment taking place in the life of a woman 
in the ward or stake. There are instances where 
@ woman has gone to her bishop complaining of an 
abusive husband, and his response has been for 
her to look into her own heart to see what she 
is doing to provoke her husband, 

In an article in Redbook (1978), Margaret 
Mead asks how we can develop healthy, mature, 
open relationships at work and in educational 
settings while we live in a society where “so 
many men use sex in so many ways as a weapon to 

keep women in their place.” She points out that 
in the home and at school boys are taught to 
behave towards women in “outmoded ways—to 
become men who cannot be trusted alone with a 
woman, who are angry and frustrated by having to 
treat a woman as an equal. . .” At the same 
time girls are taught to expect to enter most 
areas of our society and find both women and men 
who are interacting as full partners. Dr. Mead 
Suggests that we need to adopt incest taboos for 
the work place and the school as we have for the 
family so that those who work and learn together 

can do so in an atmosphere of decent mores, 
where women and men confront each other as 
colleagues with rights that are of equal 
importance, 

In addition to Dr. Mead's suggestion, the 
insights offered in the Doctrine and Covenants 
if internalized, would do much to alleviate the 

problem of sexual harassment in our society, 

Mormon or otherwise: 

+» « ewhen we undertake to cover our sins, or 

to gratify our pride, our vain ambition, or 

to exercise control or dominion or compulsion 

upon the souls of the children of men, in any 

degree of unrighteousness, behold, the 

heavens withdraw themselves; the Spirit of 

the Lord is grieved; and when it is with- 

drawn, Amen to the priesthood or the author- 

ity of that man. 

We have learned by sad experience that it is 

the nature and disposition of almost all men, 

as soon as they get a little authority, as 

they suppose, they will immediately begin to 

exercise unrighteous dominion. (D&C 

121: 37,39) 

Jan L. Tyler 

Salt Lake City, Utah 
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Sisters Speak 
Exponent II 

To give readers the chance to respond to the 
many sensitive statements made in this issue, we 

pose the following questions for the Winter 1983 
“Sisters Speak.” Our topic was originally 

prompted by this letter from Cornella Novak of 
Portland, Oregon: 

I am really concerned that the Church 

doesn't deal with the need for a rational 
approach to sexuality in marriage. I realize 
that with the extreme permissiveness in the 

culture today the Church has felt the need for 
setting very strict guidelines before mar- 

riage, but I wonder if we realize how diffi- 
cult it is to feel that all these impulses are 
bad before marriage and then legitimate after- 

wards. We become afraid to touch, to caress, 
or to kiss openly between husband and wife. 
Even to show such affection for friends seems 
verboten, 

I know far too many among my friends and 

family--both men and women--whose sex lives 
have been limited to sex only for procreation 
and no sex if they don't desire more children. 
I heard from one man in his fifties, “Thank 

goodness all that doesn't bother me anymore.” 
But it bothers his wife very much. From 

another man, “My wife hasn't allowed sex since 

our last child was born and precious little 
before that. I find myself fantasizing over 
every attractive young female. I know that is 

Letters 
Dear Editors and sisters: 

I write to express my joy at the address of 

Lavina Fielding Anderson. I didn't really want 
to read it--it looked so long and probably bor- 

ing. But I've read it at least three times in 
the last day or so, and each time I get more out 
of it. What a jewel it is. 

Without really directly addressing the issues 
of woman's place in a Mormon marriage and wom- 
an's place in the present-day Mormon Church, she 
casts a refreshing new light on these areas and 
brings new hope and inspiration to me, Her 

description of mentally and spiritually “turning 
off" was remarkably similar to a recent period 
in my life. She makes me feel less alone, less 
guilty, and more hopeful about the future. 

Most important, her discussion of spiritual 
gifts may be one of the most important things 

for me to read and understand at this time in my 

life. The article "Keepers of the Keys to the 
Culture” illuminated the problem, and Sister 

Anderson went on to the real theological and 

practical aspects of the issue. Thank you 
Sister Lavina Fielding Anderson! 

Sandra Powell 

Salt Lake City, Utah 

Editors: 

I'm confused by the column “East and West.” 
I always expect the essays to be related and 

give two different viewpoints (an eastern 
approach and a western one). But they are 

usually so different that I wonder, after read- 
ing them, why they are together. Has anyone 

else questioned it? 

No Name 

Editor's Note: No one else has written with 

this question, but perhaps many readers would 
appreciate a clarification. The "East and West" 

column gives us the opportunity to hear reyu- 

larly from two of the best writers and most 

insightful thinkers we know--Laurel Thatcher 

Ulrich of Durham, New Hampshire, and Emma Lou 

Thayne of Salt Lake City, Utah. We have asked 

each to take up in this column whatever issues, 

ideas, or whimsies are on her mind. Thus, the 
two essays are not related nor are they meant to 

be; we wanted each of our columnists to feel 

free to share with us precisely what she wants 
to share. The eastern perspective offered by 

Laurel and the western perspective offered by 

Emma Lou may not be on the same subject, but we 

think you will agree that they are a delightful 
addition to the pages of Exponent Il. 

Editor: 

Domestic duties go to the back burner 

whenever your paper arrives. I relish each 

reading and thinking moment I spend with you. 

I'd like to share an experience that just 
took place in my home. I have one of the newer 
positions in the Church, that of mission- 
ary/activation leader for Relief Society. . .a 

acong. My wife refuses to consider counsel- 

ling." This is a man who is active in the 
Church, in a position to counsel young people. 

I would be glad to write my feelings about 

what should be done, but would that be too 

controversial for the paper to handle? 

Not at all! In fact, we would invite you all 
to share your thoughts on the attitudes and 

information you learned about sex both in the 

Church and from your families. How has that 
training affected your feelings about sex and/or 
your sexual adjustment in marriage? What changes 

in your sex education would have helped you? 

What did you learn that has been helpful? Be- 
cause this is a very personal matter and many may 
be sensitive about responding, we will publish 
your letter anonymously, if you so request, 

The deadline for the winter issue is January 
17th. 
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calling with a long name but no job description! 
While my visiting teachers were complimenting 
the lesson I had recently given, the name of a 
fairly new convert entered the conversation. I 
found myself asking these women to rally around 
this convert and to make a point of being 
friendly to her as she seemed to be having some 
struggles. My friends thanked me for bringing 
the problem to their attention and assured me 
they'd help. 

Later that afternoon I did a little 
self-examination. If I didn't have this 
calling, would I have taken the same interest in 
the new sister? Would I have asked others to 
reach out to her? Probably not. Assuredly the 
various positions in the Church provide 
Opportunities for growth--it's just unfortunate 

that too frequently our growth, sincerity, and 

enthusiasm last for only as long as the calling 
itself. . .then we go right back to our busy, 

apathetic whirlwinds! I hope this calling will 
teach me a permanent lesson--that of continuing 
concern for others, 

Thanks for listening, and please keep 
publishing! 

Jacqueline M. Pierce 
Salt Lake City, Utah 

Editors: 

A recent study from authoritative sources has 

revealed that honey is implicated as a causative 
source of botulism in infants. As an LDS mother 
and a microbiologist, I am concerned that many 

of us who have honey as a food storage item and 
use it as a sugar substitute may be unknowingly 

exposing our young children to this risk. 

The spore of C. botulinum are ubiquitous-— 
found in dust, soil, etc. Most adults and older 

children who are exposed to them can inhibit 
their multiplication in the intestines by virtue 
of well-developed intestinal microorganisms, 
However, because the infant's undeveloped intes- 

tinal microorganisms cannot destroy it, the C. 
botulinum organism multiplies in the intestines 
and elaborates its toxin in the body. 

Intensive investigation in California has 

been undertaken since 1976, when infant botulism 
was identified as a distinct disease entity, to 

identify risk factors and routes by which C. 
botulinum spores might reach susceptible 

infants. By food exposure history, honey was 

significantly associated with type B infant 
botulism. A recent survey of honey specimens 
found spores in retail and producer samples in 

nine different states, Further studies on host 
susceptibility and C. botulinum routes are in 
progress. Presently, however, the California 

Department of Health Services, the National 
Center for disease Control, and the world's 
largest honey producer, the Sioux Honey 

Association, all recommend that honey not be fed 

to children under twelve months of age. 

Kathryn Kleekamp 
Bedford, Massachusetts 
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